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THE 

Careless Husband. 

A 

C O M E D Y. ■ 

Tet none Sir Fopling Himf or Hm can caU;^ 
He^s Knight o* ih* Shin, and refrefintsyou alL 

ProK to Sir Fop. 
Qui capit« 'ille fade. 
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To the Moil Illuflrious 

J OH N/ 

DUKE of A R G Y L E, 

THIS Ray, at laft, through many diflfi 
culties, has made way to throw itfelf at 
Tour Grace's feet : and confidering what well- 
meant attempts were made to intercept it irt 
its courfc to fo great an honour, I have had 
reafon not to think it intirely fuccefsful, till 
fwhcre my ambition^ always dclign'd it) F found* 
it fafe in your proteftion : vvhich, when fevc- 
ral means had fail'd of makiifg it kfs worthy 
of, the fpleen ended with the old good-nature 
that was ofFer'd to my firft Play^. viz. That 
it was none of my own : but that's a praife t 
have indeed fome reafon to be proud of, fince 
Yo.ur Grace, from evincing circumftances, is 
able to divide the malice from the compli* 
meat.. 

The bed Criticks have long and juftly com* 
plain'd, that the coarfcnefs of mod charafters' 
in our late Comedies, have been unfit enter, 
tainments for People of Quality, efpecially the^ 
Ladies : and therefore } was Ion gin hopes that 
fome able pen (whofe expcftations did nor 
A3 
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DEDICjriON. 

Kang upon the profits of fuccefs) wou'd ge- 
ncroufly attempt to reform the Town into a 
better tafte than the World generally allows 
*em : but nothing of that kind having lately 
«ppear'd, that would give me an opportunity 
of being wife at another's expence, I found it 
impoffiblc any longer to refift theftcret temp- 
tation of my vanity, and lb even Aruck the 
firfl: blow myfelf : and the event has now con- 
vinced me, that whoever (licks clofely to Na- 
ture, can't eafily write above the underfland- 
irg of the Galleries, tho* at the fame tim^ he 
may poifibly defer ve applaufe of the Boxes, 

This Play before its trial on the Stage was 
tK^mined by fevcral People of Quality, that 
came into Your Grace's opinion of its being a 
juft, a proper, and diverting attempt in Co- 
medy; but few of 'em carried the compli- 
ment beyond their private approbation : for 
when I Was wifliing for a little farther hope, 
they (lopt fhort of Your Grace's penetration, 
and only kindly wifhed me what they feem'd to 
fear, and you affured me of, a general fuccefs. 

But Your Grace has been pleas'd, not only to 
encourage me with your judgment; but have 
likewife by your favourable influence in the 
bounties that were rais'd for me the third and 
fixth day, dcfended.me againft any hazards of 
an entire difappointment from fo bold an un- 
dertaking: and therefore, v\fhatever the world 
may think of me, as one they call a Poet, yet 
I am confident, as Your Grace underftands 
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me, I (hall not want your belief, when I af* 
Aire you that, this DedicatUn is the refult of 4k 
profound acknowledgment, an artkis inclina^ 
tion, proudly glad and grateful. 

And if the Dialogue of the following Scenes: 
flows with more eafy turn of thought and 
fpirity than what I have ufually produced \ I 
fliall not yet biame £bmc people fon faying; 
'ris not my own-, unlcft they kncw^ at the lame 
time, I owe mod of ic to the many flplen ob« 
fervations I have made from Your Grace*^ 
mainner of converfing.. 

And if ever the influence of Your Grace's 
more (hinihg qualities fhould perfuade me to 
attempt a Tragafy^ I (hall then, with the fame 
freedom, borrow alt the ornamental virtues 
^f my Hero, where now I only am indebted 
for part of the Fine Gentleman. Grcatnefs of 
birth and mind, fwectnefs of temper, ffowing 
from the fixt and native principles of courage 
and of honour, are beauties that I: refervc for 
a farther opportunity of expreffing the zeal 
and gratitude of,, 

J\^ Lord^ 
j)^f^ 15, ^^^^ Grace's moft Obedient^ • 
^7^4- Moji Obifg'd and Humble Servatit^ 

COLLEY CIBBEJL, 
A4 
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THE 



PROLOGUE. 



i 



I 



f\F all thi various VUa of the Agi^ 

Andjhoah of fools exposed upon the Stage ^ 
Honvfe^ are lajht that call for Satire* s rage I 
What can you think to fee our Plays fo full 
OfMaJmeUy Coxcombs y and the dri'ueling Fool f 
Of Cits J of Sharpers^ RaieSf and roaring Jfulliet, 
Of Cleats, of Cuckolds, Aldermen and Cullies ? 
WcH*d not onefijoear, ^fwere taken for a rule, 
7 hat Satire'* s rod in the Dramatick School, 
Was only meant for the incorrigible Fool ? 
As ij too Vice and Folly ivere conJirPd 
To the 'vilefcum alone of human kind. 
Creatures a Mufe fl^ou* d fcorn ; fuch dhjeS trajh 
Deferwes not Satire* s but the Hangman* s lajh» 
Wretches fo far Jhut out from fenfe of fiame, 
Newgate or Bedlam only Jhou*d reclaim ; 
For Satire ne*er *was meant to make ivild monfters tame 

Nc, Sirs ■ 

We rather think the perfons fit for Plays, 
Ame^hey isjhofe birth and education fays 
They've e^jery help that Jhou^d improve mankind, 
Tet ftill liveflaves to a ntilejainted mind ; 
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SucB as in nmt are often /ten f abound ^ ^ 

And yet bavefome *w0ak parf^ where FoUy^s found: C' 

For follies fprout lih 'weeds, bighefi in fruitful ground. \* 

And *tis ohferm^dj the garden of the mind ^ 

To no infefti'ue njoeei^sfo mueh inclined, L 

As the rank pride that fom$ from affeQaSion find m j 

A folly too 'well known to make its court 

With moftfuccefs among the better fort. 

Such afo theperfons nne to-day pro*videy 

And Nature* fools for once are laid afidi* 

This is the grouted on which our Plc^ *we buiidi » . 

But in thefiriUiure muft to judgment yield : 

And where the Poet fails in art, or care^ 

Wt beg your wonted mercy to tbtTUr^M , 



As 
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Dramatis Perfonae^ 



M 


E-N. 


"Lotd ilordtw. 


Mr. Ptwd. 


Lord FtppiHgitit, 


Mr. CiUer. 


Sir Cbarks EaJ^, 


Mr. Wilkt. 


W 


MEN. 



Lady Betiy M^iflf, Mrs. OUJUld. 

Sjzdy Emfy^ Mrs. Knight. 

Lady Grttveairt, Mrs. JKf^r/. 

Jirs. JBd£in£, Woman to Lady f ^^ Mrs. I^ricr. 



s c EN E, wjj^dsor: 
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THE 

CareleIss H u s b a n d*. 



ACT I. SCENE I. 
SCENE, Sf'r Charks Eafy V Lodgings.. 

, EnttrLady Eafy ohm. 

L- EAST. 

WK S ever woman's fpirit, by an injarious Kuf- 
band, broke like mine ? A vile, liccntioui 
man ! M aft he bring home his follies too ! 
Wrong me with my very fervant ! O ! how tedious a lyl 
lief iii patience ! And yet in my condition 'tis thcronly f«. 
mcdy : for to reproach him with my wropgs is taking 09 
mvfelf the means of a redrcfs, bidding d^ance to his 
fatihood, and naturally but provokes him to undo me. 
The uneafy thought of my continual jealoufy may teizc 
him to a fixt averlion; and hitherto, iho* he negleits I 
cannot think he hates me.— Jt muft be fo! Since Iwant 
power ta pleafe him, he never Ihall. upbraid roe with an 
attempt of making him uneafy^ My eyes and tonfrue 
Ihall yet be blind aod filent: to.my wrongs ; nor wou'd £4 
have him think my virtue cou'd furpeahim, 'till by foroe 
grofs apparent proof of his. miidoing, he fqrccsinc to^ 
fee— —and toforgive^t. sv 

A 6 
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12 The Careless Husband. 

.. ._-^ — j5m y Edghrg haftify^ - . . . 

/ 

J'</^>^ madam! 

L.!^£4^. What's the matter ? 

£i^. I have the ftrangcft thing to fhew your ladyfhip 
^ fuch a difcovery — - ' 

L. Ea^,yo\\ are refolv'dto make it without- much ce* 
Tt&nyy I&nd^ that's the buliiic/*, pray^i ■ 

Eiig. The bufinefs, madam, I have not patience to tell 
you, I am out of breath at the very thoughts o»*t, 1 fhall 
not be able to fpeak this half hour. 

L. Eajy: "Not to the purpofe I believe ! But methinks 
you talk impertinently with a great deal of eafe. 

E^g, Nay, madam, perhaps not fo impertinent ts your 
Ladyihip thii\ks ;. dieire's that will fpeak to purpofe, I am 
{\iit'^--'^Pi bafe man— ^ [Gi'ves a Letter, 

L. pajy What's tht»» an open letter 1 Whence comes 
it ? .. . • 

Edg. Nay, read it, madam, youMl foon guefs. If 

thefe are the tricks of hufba&ds, keep me a maid ftill, 
fay I. . 

L. Ea£f, [Looking on. the Sttpsr/cription.^ To Sir Charles 
Eafy ! Ha I 1 oo well I kno^y this hateful hand-^O m^ 
heart ! but I muft veil my jealoufy, which 'tis not fit this 
creature ihould foppoft I am acquainted with. \Afid$.'\ 

This dircdlion is to your mailer, how came you bjr 

it? 

Edg. Why, madam, as my matter was lying down^ 
after he came in from hunting, he fcut me into his dref- 
fing-room to .fetch his fnufF-box out of his w^ftcoat-poc- 
ket ; and fo as I was fearching for the box, madam, there 
I found this wicked letter from a miftrcfs ; which I had 
no fooner read, but, I declare it, my very blood rofe at 
him again ; methought I could have tora him and her to 
pieces. 

L. Eafy. Intolerable ! This odious thing's jealous of 
him herfelf, and wants me to join with her in a revenge 
upon him. •,«-.-. Sure I am fallen indeed I But 'twere to 
tinake me lovver yet, lo let her think I underiland her. 

lAfide, 
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• £V^..Nay,''pray, madkin, readk, yoa'll he out ofpa- 
den<;Q 4t it* » : . * 

L. j?^. You are bold, midre^; has my indulgence 
or >our matier's good hinnonr iiatt^*d you into the af^ 
<«ranc€ of reading his letters ? . a liberty I never' gave my«- 
felf.— Here— lay It where you had it immediately— Ihou'd 
be know of your faucineisy ^iwott*d not be my favour 
coaM protect you • . [£««>L* Eafy. 

£i/g. Your favour ! Marry come up I Sure I don't de«I 
pcnd upon your favour I— p^*Ti* not come. to that, I hope 
-7— Poor crc«iurc-»-don'tyou think I am my raafter*s mi* 
firefs for nothing ?— -You fhall find, madam, I w0n*t be 
fnapt up as I have been — ^Nbt but it vexes me, to think 
ihe ihott'd not be as uneafy as I. I am fare he is a 
baft maa to me,. and I coald cry my eyes out that ihe 
ibop'd not think hi^ as bad to her every, jot. If I am^ 
Mi!Obg'd, iure flie may very weQ expedl it, that 19 bat hia 
wtfe«r-rr-A conceited thingi^-*«*«lhe need not be fo. eafyi 
neither—! am is handfome as fhe, I hope— Here's my 
mafter— ril t/y whether I am to be huff'dby her,.or 

Inter Sir Clial-resEafy. 

Sir Cba. So I The day is come again — Life^but ri^s 
to another (lage, and the facne. dull journey is before us* 
How like children do we judge of happincfs 1 When I waa 
tinted in my fortune, almoft every thing was a pleafuiro 
to me, becaufe rndft things tjien being ogt of my reach^ 
I had always the pleafur^e of {loping for 'em ; now For* 
tune's in my hand, (he's asinfipid as an old acquaintanoi 
• — it's mighty filly, fajth^ — Juft the fame thing by my 
wife too ; I am told (he's extremely handibn^---<-)n(iyy 
and have heard a great many people fay jQte is certainljl 

the bed woman in the world Why, I don't know bu^ 

ihe may,, yet I could never find that her perfbn or eood 

quafities'gave me any concern In my eye, the woman 

has no more charnlis than my incth)?r, . 
. Edg, HuiQ I'-^hQ Cakes juo nouc&of JBue y.e(-P^rUle| 
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14 ne Carblbss HvsBAun: 

let him fee, I can take as Jittle notice of him, [Shi 
%vMs fy him gravely^ be turns her about and holds her. M 
ftruggUs.-] Pray, Sir "^ 

Sir Char. A pretty pert air thatr— I'll immour it— 
Whac;i the nwitter, child ? Are you not well \ Kifs me, 
hufly, 

Edg^ No, the deuce letch me if I do. 

Sir Char^ Has any thing put thee oat of hnmoor, 
love? 

Edg. No, fir, 'tis not worth my being ont of humour, 
at — ^tho* if ever you have aAy thing to i&y to me again, 
I'll be bum'd. 

Sir Char, Somebody has bely'd me to thee. 

Edg. No, fir, 'ds you have bely'd yourfelf tome- 
Did not I aik you when you firfl made a ibol of me, if yoo 
would be always condant to me, and did not you fay, I" 
might be fure you wou'd? And here, inficad of that, 
you are ^oing on in your old intrigue with my Lady' 

SiraCAor* So* 

Edg. Befide, don't you fuffer mylady to huff mcevt-- 
ry day as if J were her dog, or had no more concern with 

you 1 declare I won't buar it, .and fte (han't think to 

huffmc— For aught I know, lam as agreeable a$ fhr; 
and tho' Ihe dares not take any notice of your bafe* 
nefs toh€r, you fhan't think to ufe me fo— and fb pray 

takeyour nafly letter 1 know the hand well enoi^h 

—For my part, I won't ftay in the family to be abas'd at 
this rate: I that have re Ais'd lords and dukes for your 
lake; I'd have you toJcnow, fir, 1 have had as mjtny blue 
and green ribbons afterm«, for aught I know, as would 
have made nfe a Falbala apron^ 

Sir Char. My Lady Graiveairsi my nafty letter ! and I 
won't ftay in the family ! DcAthl— I'm-in a pretty con- 
dition— - — What an unlimited privilege has this jade got 
from being a whore ? 

Edg. I fiippofe, fir, )ou think to ufe ^ytty body as you 
do your wife. 

Sir Char. My wife ! hah 1 Come hither, Mrs. Edging ; 
hark you, Drab—— {^^eizing her by the ShQui£r. 
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EJg. Oh! 

Sir Char^ When you fpeak of my wife, yoo ane to (ay 
yourlady, ahid yoa are never to fpeak of yoor lady to me 
in any regard of her being my wife— —-for look you, 
child, yoQ are not her ilrampet, but mine, therefore ( 
, only give you leave to t>e fancy with me— ^In the next 
place, yon are never to fuppofe there is aily foch perfon 
as my Lady Gnfuiairs i and laftly, my ^pretty one^ how 
came you by this letter ? ^ 

Eiig, It's no matter, perhaps. 

Sir Char. Ay, but it you'fhou'd not tell me apiokly, 
how are you fare 1 won't take a great piec^' of fiem out, of 
your ihoulder, my dear ? IShahs htr. 

Edg. O lad ! OJiid t I wUl tell you, fir. 

Sir Char. Quickly then. \Agmin. 

.Edg. Oh I I took it out of your pocket, iir. 

Sir Ci&/»r. When ? 

MJg. Oh! thismotning, when you feat me for your 
fnoff-DOJU 

Sir Char. And youjr Iadyfhip*s pretty coriofity has 
look'd it ov^, I prcfume— ha— — [Jgaim. 

Edg. O Ittdl ^car >fii, don't be angry'—— indeed IHl 
never touch one again. 

Sir Char. 1 don't believe you will, and I'll tell yos 
how you (hall be fore yoa never will* ^ 

Edg. Yes, "fir. 

Sir Char. By fled£lSly believing, .that the next time 
you offer it, you will have your pretty white Jieck twift^ 
cd behind you. 

Edg. Yes, (ir. ^ ICurtfying^ 

.Sir Char.' And you will be fore to remember evciy 
thing I have faid to yoa ? 

Edg. Yes, (ir. 

Sir Char. And now* child, I was not an^ry with yeor 
ferfop, but your follies ; which fince I find you are a 
uttle ^nfible of —don't be wholly difcourag'd- ■ ■ 
for I believe I ■ I (hall have occafion for yoo 

again. 

Edg. Jes, fir. 
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Sir Char. In the mean time, let me hear no more -of 
Jrour lady, child. 
Edg. No, fir, 

* Sir Ci^r.. Here /he comes, Be gone. 

Edg. Yes, fir —Oh I I was never {o fHghten'd in^ 
toy life. ^ [Exiu 

* Sir Char, So! good difciplinc makes good foldiers—- 
It often puzzles ^e to ihiftk, fro|n my own careleffnefs, 
and my wife*S continual good humour, whether flie really' 

Tcnows any thing of the ftrength of my forces— 111 fift her ■ 
a little. 

Etutr^b^j%4y> 

IMTy dear, how 46 yputlo? You are drefs'd very early !«-• 
day ; are you going out ? 

1/. £tf^. Only to church, my dear. 

Sir Char. Is it fo late then ? 

hi Ea/y, The hell hasjuft rung; 

Sir Char^ Well,. child, how does TFIntffor ahr agred^ 
with you ? Do you find yourielf any better yet ^ or have . 
you a mind to go to Loiu/on again ? 
. L, Eaj^^ No, indeed, my dear j the air's fo very plea-; 
fant, that if it were a place of Ma company, I cou'd be^ 
content to end my days here. 

' Sir Char. Pr*ythee, my dear. What fort of company 
¥Kmld moA pleafie yoa?^ 

L. Eaj^, When buiinefs would permit it, yours ; and^ 
in your abfence a fincere friend, that were truly happy 
m an honeft huiband, to fit a cheai-ful hour, and^lk ia 
mutual praife of our condition. ^ 

Sir C^^r. Are you then really very hajjpy, my dear? 
•. . L. Eajj^* Why fliould you q ueftion ii f [ Smiling 9n him* 
■ Sir Char. Becaufe I fancy I am not fo good to you as I 
A»ould be. 
. JL,. Eafi. Pihah \ 

Sir Char. Nay, the deuce take me if I don't really coa» 
fefs myfelf fo bad, that I have often « onder'd how vt^y 
woman of your fen fe, rank, andperfon, couid thinki t 
worth her while to have fo many ufelefs good qualiticst 
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h.-Ea/^. Fy, ray ic^^ 

til Char. By my foul, I'm ierious. 

L. Eajy, I can't boaft of my good ' qualities, not if I 
could, dol i)e^eve you tbink 'em ufelefa. 

Sir Char. Nay, Ifubmitlo you Don't you find 'em- 
lb ? Do'you perceive that I am one tittle the better huf- 
band for your being fo good a wile ? . 

L. Eajy^ Pfhah ! ypu jeit with me. 

Sir Cbar, Upon my lite I don't— —Tell me truly, was 
you never jealous of me ? 

1.. Ea/y. Did. I ever give you any fign of it ? 

Sir Char. Urn— that's true-; — but do you really think 
I never gave you occaiion ? 

laJ Eajy. That's an odd q«eftkm--*-^bnt fuppofe you 
iad ? ^ . , 

Sir Char\ Why then,, whaf good has your virtue dontf 
you, flnce all the gopd qualities of it cooid not ke6p me 
tqyourfelf? 

L. Eis^/y. What Qccafion have yoti given, me to fnppofft 
I have Hoi U^pt yop to ^lyfelf ? 

Sir Char, 1 given you occafion ! -.^— ^Py ! my dear ■■* » 

youmiaiy be fuJse— j — I-^^— i-look you, that is not the thing, 

but'ftill a (Death, what a blonder have I made !) — = 

^ ^11, I. fay,.mfidain,.you ihaft-'t make me believe you 
have never been jealous of me : not that you ever had 
any real capfe^ but I knew women of your principles have 
more pride than thpft* that have no principles at all ; and 

where there is pride, ihere moft be fome jealou fy^ fo 

that if. you are jealous, my dear, you know you wrong 
jne, and — -r 

L. E^2jy, Why then, upon my word, my dear, I 
don't know that ever I wf^ng*d you that way in my 
life. 

Sir Char. Bat fuppofe 1 had given a real caufe to be 
jealous, how would you do then ? 

L. Eajy. It n^ufl be a very fubilantial one that makes 
me jealous. 

. Sir Chnr, Sayrit were a fubilantial one ; fuppofe now I 
were weIl\yJtH*a ivomanof your own acqulintance, that 
lender pretence of frequent viilcs.to you, ^ouldxHn^ comt 
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to carry on an affair with me— — Sappofe now mj Lady 
Gra'Viairs and I were great «-— — 
h.Ea/y, Woa'd 1 could not fuppofe ic ! [Jfafe. 

Sir Char, U I cOme ofT here, i beHeve I am pretty 

fa c. [Aftdt,'\ Suppofe» I fay, my lady and 1 

Wtre fo very familiar, that not only yourfelf, but half 
the Town ihould fee it ! 

L. Eafy. Then ! ihould cry myfelf iick in ibme dark 
dofety and forget my tears when you fpoke kindly ta 
me. 

Sir Char, The moft convenient piece of virtue fure that 
ever wife was miilrefs of. [Afide^ 

L. Eajy, But pray, my dear, did you ever think that 
I had any ill thoughts of my Lady Gra^vemrs f - 

Sir Ckar. O fy i child ; only you know ihe andl us'd 
to be a iitiit £rte fometimes, ib i had a mind toiee if yoa 
thought these was any harm is it : but iince i find yoa 
Veryeaiy in it, I think myfelf oblig'd to tell you, that 
upon my foul, my dear, I have fo little regard to her 
perfon, that the ^euce take me, if 1 would aoc as fom 
Aave an alFdr wtl§i thy woman. 

L. E4i/jf» Udeed, my dear* I Ihould as ^n fufpeft 
you «vith ^ne as t'other. 

, SWCi^ar, Poor dear— fliould*ft thou-—— give mc a 
kifs. 

L. Eaj^. Pfhah ! you don't care to kifs me. 
Sir Char. By my foul I do— -— 1 wiih I may die if t 
don't think you a very fine woman. 

L. Ea/y, I only wi(h you'd think me a good wife. 
[Kijes ber.\ But pray, my dear, what has made you lb 
itiangcly inquifitive ? 

^ir Char, laqaifitive !— — Why— - a— I don't 
know, one's always faying one fooliih thing or another 
- ■■ rx)ll le roll. [Sings and talks.'] My dear, what \ 
are we never co have anv ball here? Toll le roll. I 
fancy I could recover my dancing again, if 1 would but 
pradtifcit. Toll, loll, loll! 

L. Eafy, This excefs of carelefsnefs to H>e excufes half 
his vices : if i can make him once thiak ferioufly— « 
ixoit yet may be my friend. 
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Sifter a Servani. 

Sirtf. Sir, Lord Morelo^e gives his fervicc * 

'Sir Char, Lord Mvreltn/e / Wh€re is he ? 

Ser^» At the Chocolate- hoofe; he called rac*tohiin as 
1 went by, and bid me tell your Honour he'll wait upon 
you prcfently. 

L. Eaj^, I thought you had not expeded him here 
again this feafon, my dear. 

Sir Char. I thought fo too, but you fee there's no de- 
pending upon theVeiblution of a man thai*s in love 

L Ea/y, h there a chair ? 

Sernj. Yes, madam. [Exit^ervafit* 

- Li Ftf^. I fuppofeLady Setfy ModiJ^ hzis drawn him 
hither. 

Sir Chtr. Ah poor foul, for all his* bravery, I am 
afraid fo. 

L Eaifi. We!!, my dear, 1 1ian*t time to aflt my Lord 
Jiow he does now ; you'll excufe me to him, but 1 hope 
you'll make him dine wih us. 

Sir Cirar. I'll afk him. If yon fee Lady ^#//y at 
Prayers make her dine too, but doii*t takeanjr notice of 
my Lord's being in town. 

L. EajS^. Very well ! If I fhoald not meet her there, 
I'll call at her lodgings. 

Sir CJhar. Do fo. 

L. Eaj^, My dear, your fervant. [Exit L, Eafy. 

Sir C6ar. My dear, Fm yours. Well J one way or 
other this woman will certainly bring about her bufinefs 
with ^Te at lafl ; for tho' fhe can't make me happy in her 
own' perfon, (be lets me be fo intolerably eafy with the 
women th^^t can, that (he has at lead brought me into a 
fair way of being as weary of them too. 

Enter Serofant and Lord Morelove. 

^er^. Sir^ my Lord's come. -^.. . 

L. Mor, Dear CbarUs ! 

Sir Qbar* My dear Lord ! this is an happinefs tin- 
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dreamt of; I little thought to have fees yoa at Windfir 
again this feafon ; I ooncluded of courfe, chat books and 
folitude had fecur'd you till winter. 

L. Mar* Nay, I did not think of coiiiing myielf, but 
I found m^itli not very well in London ^ fo i ihoBght-*— - 
a ■ little huntings and this ai r 

^ixChar, Ha ! ha! ha! 

L. Mor. What do you laugh at ? 

Sir Char. Only becaufe you fhould not go on with- 
your iiory : if you did but fee how filly a man fumbles, 
for an excufe> when he is a little afham'd of being in 
love, you wou'd not wonder what I laugh at. Ha 1 
ha 1 

L. Mof, Thou art a very happy feUow nothing* 

touches thee— always eafy— Then: yon conclude I'i 
follow Lady Bttty again ? 

. Sir Char, Yes, faith do I : and to make you cafy, my 
Lord, 1 cannot fee why a man that can ride fifty miles, 
after a poor (lag, ihould be afham*d of running twenty- 
in chace of a iijie woman, that in all probability willi 
make him fomuch the better fport too. . lEmiracing^. 
. L. Mer. DcAz Charles^ don't flatter my dittemper, L 
«)wn I lUU follow her': Do you think her charms have* 
power to excufe me to the world ? 

Sir Char, Ay 1 ay ! a fine woman's an excufe for any 
thing ; and the fcandal cf her being in jeft, is a jeft it- 
felf : we are all forc'd to be their fools, before we can 
be I heir favourites. 

L. Mor, You are willing to give me hope; but I can't? 
believe (he has the lealt degree of inclination for- me. 

Sir Char. I don't know that I'm fure her pride 

likes you,, and that's generally your fine. ladies darling 
pafOon. 

L. Mor. Do you fuppofo if I could growindifferent>. 
itwou'd touch her ? \ 

Sir Char. Sting her to the heart- 'Will you take, 

my advice ? 

L. Mor. I have no relief but that. Had I not thee 
2VOW and then to talk an hour, my life >vere infuppbrta- 
ble. 

"-- Char, t am forry for that, my I*ord— ^but miad^ 
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^&at I (ay to you-^ — But hold, firft let me know the 
particulars of yaur late quarrel with her. 

L. Mer. Why— about three weeks ago, when Iwas 
'laft here at Wini^ort ike hadforfome days treated' me 
with a^4ittle more referve, and another with more free- 
dom than I found myfelf eafy at. 

Sir Cbar, Who was that other ? 

L. Aior. One of my Lord Fofptngton^s gang, the pert 
•sxcomb that's juft come to aimall'eflate, and a great 
periwig ■ ■ he that!iings himfelf among the women 
——What d'ye call him— ^He won't fpeak to a Com- 
moner when a Lord's jn company «-r*-You always ;foe 
liim with a cane dangling at his button, his breaft open, 
no gloves, one eye tuck'd> under his: hat, and a tooth-pick 
■ ' S tanup, that's his name. * 

Sir Cbar^ O I I have met him in a vifit— — bat pray 
gaon. 

L. M^. So, diiputing with her about the cpndodtof 
women, I took the liberty to tell her how far I thought 
ibe err'd in hers ; ihe told me 1 was rude,, and that (he 
would never believe any man could love a woman, that 
thought -htx in the wrong in any thing Aie had a -mind 
to, at leaft if he dar'd to tell her fo— This provok'd me 
into her whole charas5ter, with as much fpite and civil 
analice, a&i have; feen her beftowupon a woman of true 
beauty, when the men firft toafted her : fo in the middle 
of^ny wiidom, (fartbld me^ (he defir'd to be aione^ that 
I would take <ny j^dioas pi^ud heapt along with me, 

and trouble her no more 1 boW'd very lo#, 

•and asvlleft die nk>m,.I vi)Wrf d Lnever wou'd^ and that 
mv proud heart ihould never be humbled by the«iit^ 
iide of a fine woman ■■ ■ » ■ ■■About an hoar* after, I 
whipp'd into my chaife for London^ and have'tieVec^eeii 
her fince. . •. 

Sir Char, Very well f' tod' how did y^u Und yoiir pllliid 
heattfay that^jdme^yoagoa-cx) A«^4(;/ •. . . : .1 

L. Mar, I am almoft afham'd to tell you— —I found 
her fo much in the-kigfat^ '^hat l curs'd my pride for con- 
tradicting her at all, and began to think according to her 
jnaxhn, that^navK)man could be in the wrong tb a man 
.«hsitdke4Mdaftfc#i^fowerv ^ 
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Sir Char. Ha ! ha ! Well, I'll tell yoa what you (MUL 
do. you can fee her without trembling, I hope ? 

L. Mor, Not if (he receives me well. 

Sir Ckmr. If Oie receives yoa well, 700 will have mr 
occafion for what I am going to (ay to yo u > ■ FirA, 
you ihall dine with her. 

L. Mor. How ! where ! when I 

S'lxCbMr. Here! here! at two o'clock. 

L. Mor. Dear Chariei ! 

Sir Char. My wife's gone to iovite her; when yoit 
fee her krft, be neither too humble nor too ftubbom ; let 
her fee by the eaie in your bckaTiour, you are iHU pka^M 
in being near her, while ihe is upon reafimable tenha 
with yott. This will either <^n th&door of an /r/lovr- 
iijfimemtf or quite fhut it againft you ■ ■■ attd if ihe-is 
fhll refolved to keep yon out 

L. M§r. Nay, if (he infults me then, perhaps I may 
recover pride enough to rally her by an over-a£led fnbh* 
mifion. 

Sir Char. .Why, ywx improve, my Lord ; this is the 
ve^ thing I was gom^ to propofe to yon* 

£1. Mor* Was it. faith i Hark you, dare you ftaad by 
me? 

Sir Char. Dare II ay, to my laft drop of aflbrance, 
againft all the infolent airs of the proudeft Beauty ia 
tlkrifiendom. 

L. Mor, Nay, then defiance to her— We two 
Thou haft infpir'd me, I find mylelf as valiant as a flat- 
ier*d coward. 

Sir Cbar^ Courage, my Loid---rii wimnt we beat 
key. 

L. Jfdr* My blood ftirs at the very thought on't; I 
long to be engag'd. 

Wvt Char. Shell certainly give gro«nd, when (he o«ce 
;6es you are thoroughly provok'd. 

L.Mor. DearC3arw» thou art a friend indeed. 

Bmor m Senmn. 

$irfr. Sir, my Lord Foppington gim hit fendce, a«d 
tf your Honoor'a at leifor^ lu'ii wakon yoaas foon aa 
htU drcfi'd. 
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L. J/or. Lord F9fphgun / is he in Town ? 

SirC^ir. Yes— —1 heard laft night ^he was come. 
Qiv» niy ieryice to his Lprdflup, and telhhim 1 fliali be 
glad he'll do me the honour of his company here at din- 
ner. i^Exit Sifv.} We may have occafion for ham in our 
defign upon Lady Bitty. 

!<• Mor. What ufe can we make of him ^ 

Sir Char. We'll fee when he comes ; at leall there's 
no danger in him ; not but I fuppofe you know he's your 
rival. 

L. Jl^; ^ba! acesccomb. 

Sir Ciarm Na^, don't defpile him neither— —he's able 
to give you advice ; for tho' he's in love with the fame 
wcMnan^ yet to him ih&haa not charms enough to give a 
minute's pain. 

L. Mor. Pr'ythee, what fenfe has he of love ? 

Sir Cimr-. Faith» very near as much as a man df &nfe 
ought to have ; I grant you, he knows not how to value 
a woman truly deierving, but he has a pretty juft efteem 
for moft ladiflt about Town< 

L. tier. That he follows, I grant you— — *for he fel* 
dam vifit4 any of extraordinary reputation. 

Sir Cifar, Have a care, [ have leen him at X«ady Batf 

L. Jlfor. To be laugh'd at. 

Sir Char* Don't be too confident <^ that ; the women 
nomr begin to Is^gh with him, not at him : kx he realW 
-^ometimeB rallies hit own humour, with ib much tz\^ 
and pleaiantryi that a great many wom^ begin to 
tiiiak ;he.bas no ftUiea at all, andthofe be his, have been 
as much owing ta his youth, and a great eltate, as WMft 
of natural wit : 'tis tmet he's olten a bubble to \a% 
pleafures, but ^e.has always been wifely vain enough to 
9»K^ himfelf firoin being too much toe ladies humblct 
ftrvant in Ipve. ^ 

L..^n Tberoi indeed I almofi envy him. • -^ 

Sir Cbmr. Thf • eafineis . of his opinion upm tbo iexy 
will ^ iiear to ipique^ you««We mnft have hmi. • ^ 

L» Afor^ Af yQU pleafeMiMiBuc what ihali wo do with 
•wii^lyf^ till dinner^ 
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Sir Char. What think ycu of a party at piquet ? 

L. Mcr, O ! you are too hard for me. 

Sir Char, iFyi iyt what when you pUy wiA hit 
Grace ? f 

. L. Mpr. Upon my foal he^ires me three points. • 

Sir. Char. Does he ? why then you fhall ^vc jne bat 
two Her^, feHbw, .get cards. Jlions^ / [Exeunt^ 



A C T II. S CE N E. t. 
fbe SCENE, Lad^ Betty MadifhV Itrdgi^s. 

£ntir Lady Betty 9 on^JLoiijfBAfyf miitikg* -'* *- 

L,Bettyl£^ii\ my dear I I am^Mijoy^d to feeyotf! 
\J A ttm £tM3amlyt bappy:^a4ay ;'I Iwive juft 
received my new fcarf m>m London^ and you are moft 
critically come to give me your opinion of it. 

(i.^4^ .O I'yoor fervant, madam, I am a very in- 
4iffi^rei&t |jk4g€i» you^knowt WJiat^ isit WffhUeeVes'? 

la.'Beh O '.i 'mimpoffiUe tortell you^ what it fe !~— 
^T|8 all fprtravagance i both in. mode d«di fa«cy, 'my 
dears llbelWw there's fix «tho«faiiidlyatd# df^earin|; 
in it — Ti^n J fiich an enchaiiti»| flopef from th^ eK»6w 
^^-^fomething fo new, £o .Uimy^ u> noble/ fo coquet 
,ll^d charmiAg-rr^ut.you lliall'fee it/^^fiear 

iL. S^^*. Itnddedl wsii^i i^ddEip^ lam reiblv'd (^ 
'mortify you for being fo wrongfullv fond«bf a trifle. ■ * * 

L. Bet, Nay*^ vtmj^ .'mjn&iri yiu'art?lliJnaair'4l. ' 
^rjitfifl^ Wihy trq^^ J'A >h»lf anjry • to l^i^MrWnan 
«f your W«; io^Wiroiiy^ c6iicen(<|Jin4th^ "terfe HfifHh* 
^^4(^ D i^iidleii:«k^ bsiOMibken-Ottt bSit )>i^n^%6otii it, 
'tis the beauty of the miadalondlh%t<giTevi^ii^ti| 
value, ^ f 3 
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L. Bet. Ah ! my dear ! ' my dear ! you have been a 
married woman to a fine purpofe indeed, that know Tq 
little of the tafte of mankind : take my word, a new 
fafhion upon a fine woman , is often a greater proof of 
her value, than you are aware of. 

L. Eajy. That I can*t comprehend, for you fee among 
the men, nothing's more ridiculous than a new falhion, 
Thofe of the firft fenfe are always the laft that comr 
into 'em. 

L. Bet. That is, becaufe the only merit of a man is 
his fenie; but doubtlefs the greateft value of a aomi^.ii 
IS her beauty; an homely woman at the head of Offa- 
ihion would not be allowed in it by the men, and com- 
fequently not followed by the' women : fo that to b* 
fuccefsful in one's fancy, is an evident fign pf one's be- 
ilig adihir'd, and I always take admiration for the bell: 
proof of beauty; and beauty certainly is the fburceof 
power, as power in all creatures is the heiglu of Jnp- 
pinefs. 

L. Eajy, At this rate you would rather be thoujht 
beautiful' than good. , 

L, Bet. As I had rather command than obey: ihc 
wifeft homely woman can't make a man of fenie of a 
.fool, but the .veryeft fool of a beauty fhall make uii 
afs of a Statefman ; Co that in fliort, 1 can'i fee a woniau 
of ipirit has any bufinefs in this world but to dreA ■'■ i 
and make the men like her. 

L. Baj^. I>o you fuppofe this is a principle the men 
of fenfe will admire you for ? 

L. Bet. 1 do fuppofe, that when I folFer tiny man ti> 
like my perlon, he fhan't dare to find fault with my 
principle. 

L. £a/y. But men of fenfe are not fo eafily b ambled. 

L. Bet, The eafieft of any ; one has tea thoufand 
times the trouble with a coxcomb. 

L. Eaj^, Nay, that may be; for I have feen vou thro\v 
away more godd humour in hopes of Vi terjnjjh fxam 
my Lord Foppington, who loves all women alike, tiian 
would have made my Lord Morekve perfcv^ly hnpp)^ 
who loves only vou. 

Vol. n. ' P 
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L. Bet, The men of fcnfe, my dear, make the beft 
fools in the world : their fincerity and good breeding 
throws them fo entirely into one's power, and gives one 
fuch an agreeable thirft of ufmg them ill> to fhew that 
power—— 'tis itnpoflible not to quench it. 

L. Epjy[ Lut methinks, my Lord Morelo'ue's manner 
to you might move any wcunan to a kinder fenfe of his 
n.erit. 

L. Bet, Ay ! tut would it not be hard, my dear, for 
a poor weiik woman to have a man of his quality and 
refutation in her power, and not let the world fee 
him there? Wou*d any creature fit new-drefs'd all day 
in ^r clofet ? CouM you bear to have a fweei fimcy'd 
fuit, and never Hiiw it at the play, or in the drawing- 
-room ? 

L, Eufy. But one wouM not ride in't, methinks, pr 
hairafs it ouc, when there's no occafion. 

L. Bit, Pooh ! my L ord Morelove^s a mere Indian da- 
maflc, one can*t wear him out : o^ my confcience I muft 
give hi^n to my woman at lall, I begin to be known by 
him : had not I bell leave him off, my dear f for (poor 
foul) I believ>e \ have a little fretted Jiim of late. , 

L. E'/y. New 'tis to me amazing, how a man of his 
ipirit can bear to be us'd like a dog for four or five years 

together but nothing's a wonder in love ; yet pray, 

*^ hen you found you cou'd not like hiin at firft-,^ why did 
you en cr encourage him ? 

L. Bet. \\ hy, what woiiMyou have one do ? For my 
part, I couM no more choofc a man by my eye, than a 
ijioe ; one mull draw 'cm on a liule to fee if ihey arc 
Tight to one's foot. 

L. Eajy. But Pd no mere fool on wi'h a mau I cou'd 
■not likw, than Vi\ wear a Ihoe that pinch'd me. 

1.. Bit, Ay, but then a poor wretch tells one he'll 
widen 'tm, or do ;uiy thing, and is fo civil and filly, that 
one docs not know how to lum fuch a trifle,^ as a pair of 
ihocs or an her^rt, upon a ftllow'j. hands again. 

L. Eajy. Well ! 1 conf.fs you are very happily dillin- 
guifti'd a:nc|Tg mod women of fortune, to have a man 
of my Lord Morelo've*^ fenfe and quality fo long and 
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honourably in love with you : for now-a-days one hard^ 
ly ever hears of fuch a thing as a man of quality in love 
with the woman he woii'd marry : to be in love now, is 
only having a defign upon a womam, atnodilh way of 
declaring war againd her virtue, which they generally 
attack firft, by toafting up her vanity. 

L, Bet, Ay, but the -world knows, that is not the cafe 
between my Lord and me. 
. L. Eafy^ Therefore I think you happy. 

h. Bet. Now I don't fee i*. Til fwear I'm bettci* 
plcas'd to know there are a great many foolifli fellows of 
quality that take occaiion to toafl me frequently. 

L.iafy, I vow I fhoald not thank any gentleman for 
feoafting me; and I have often wonder'd how a womaa 
of your fpirit cou'd bear a great many other freedoms I 
liave feen fome men take with you. 

L. Bet, As how, my dear? Come, prithee be free 
with me, for you muft know, I love dearly to hear my 
faults Who is't you have obfcrv*d to be too ^tqq with 
mt} 

L. Eajy, Why, there'^ my Lord Topflngton ; cou'd 
any woman but you bear to fee him with a refpcd^ful 
ieer ftare full in your face, draw up his breath and cry 
Gad, you're handfbme ! 
L. Bet, My dear, -fine fruit will- have flies about it, /^ 
but, poor things, ihey do it no harm: for if you ob- \ 
ferve, people are generally moft ^pt to chufe that the T^ 
iies have been bufy wirh ; ha ! ha ! 

L. Bafy, Thou art a (Irangc giddy creature ! 
L. Bet, That may be from fo much circXi^ation of 
thought, my dear, 

• L. Eafy. But my Lord Foppingtons married, and one 
wou'd not fool with him for his Lady's fake'j it may 
make her uneafy, and— — 

L. j5^/. Poor creature ! her pride indeed niakes h^r 
carry it off without taking any notice of it to me ; tlw* 
I know flie hates me in her heart, and I can't endure 
malicious people, fo I us'd to dine with her once Hweek, 
purely- to give her diforder ; if you had but fecn wh:*u 
ray Lord and 1 fooI*d a little, the creature look'd fo ugly. 
B 2 



d by Google 



28 Th Careitess H'U s b' a n d; 

L. Eafi, But I ihould not think my ropotation fafe; my 
Lord Foppington*s a man that talks often of his aoioars, 
but feldum fjieaks of favours that are refus'd him. 

L. Bet, Ffhah ; will any thing a mail fays make' a* 
woman lefs agreeable ? Will his talking fpoil one's com*- 
plexion, or put one hair out of order?— And for 
reputation, look you, my dear, take it for a rule, that 
as amongft the lower rank of people no woman wants 
beauty that has fortune y fo amonefl people of fortune, 
no woman wants virtue that has beauty : but an eflate 
and beauty join'd, are of an unlimited, nay, a powbr 
pontifical, make one not only abfolute, but infallible— 
A fine woman's never in the wrong; if we were, 'tis 
not the flrengih of a poor creature's reafon that can; 

unfetter him" O! howl love to hear a wretclr 

curfe himfelf for loving on, or noA and then coming out 

with a 

" Yet for the plague of human race, 
*' 1 his devil has an angel's face.** 

fc. Eafy. At this rate, I don't fee you allow reputa- 
tion to be at all eiiential to a fine woman. 

L. Bet, Juil as much as honour to a great man : 
power always is above fcandal : don't you hear people- 
iay, the king of France owes mofl of his conquers ta 
breaking his word? And wou'd not the Confederates 
have a fine time on't, if they were only to go to war 
with reproaches ? Indeed, my dear, that jewel reputa- 
tion is a very fanciful bufinefs ; one fhall not fee an 
homely creature in town but wears it in her mouth, as 
raonflroully as the Indians do bobs at their lips, and it 
really becomes them juft alike. 

L. Eajy, Have a care, my dear, of irufting too far to 
power alone : for nothing is more ridiculous than the 
fall of pride ; and a woman's pride at bed may be fuf-- 
pedled to be more a diftruft, than a real contempt of 
mankind : for when we have faid all we can, a^eferv- 
ing hufband is certainly our befl happinefs: and I 
don't auellion but my Lord Morelovi's merit in a little 
time will make you think fo too ; for whatever airs you 
give yourielf to the world, I'm fare your heart don't 
want good-nature. 
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L. 8ef. You are miftaken, I am very ill-natur'd, tho' 
your good humour.won't let you fee it. 

L. £a/y. Then to give rae a ptoof on't, let me fee 
you refgfe to go immediately and dine wiih me, after I 
have promised SxTjJharl&s to being you, 

L. Bet, Pray don't afk me. 

h.Eafy. Why? 

L. JBet. fiecaufe to let you fee I hate good-nature, IMl 
%o without a(king» that you mayn't have the malice to 
fay I did you a favour. 

li. Eafy, Thou art a mad creature. 

[ Ex, Arm in Arm^ . 



Thi SCENE change to Sir Charles'/ Lcdgingi. 

L9rJ Moedbive and Sir Charles at Piquet. 

Str Cknr. Come, my Lord, one fingle game for the 
^»f^ and fo have done. 

L. Mar, ^k>, hang 'em, I have enough of *em ; ill . 
«ards arc the da!k& company in the world— How much 
18 it? 

Sir Cbsr. Three parties* 

L. Mer. Fifteen pound very well. 

[Wbile A.^or. ccants out his m^i^, a Servant gi'vei Sir 
Charles aletter% nuhich he reads to him/et/,'] 

Sir Char, \To the Servant] Give my fervice, fay I 
have company dines with me, if I have time, I'll call 
there in the afternoon— —Bla ! ha ! ha ! [Exit Ser<u, 

L. 'Mor. What's the matter ? there 

[Paying the money. 

5ir Char, The old affair my Lady Cra^eairs. 

L. Mor, O \ pr'ythee how does that go on ? 

Sir CJ&^r As agreeable as vl Chancery fuit; for now 
*ti8 come to the intolerable plague of my not being able 
to gee rid on't'; as you may fee [Gi'uifig the Letter. 

L, Mor. [Jieads] •* Your behjfviour fince I came tt> 
,*^ Windjor^ li^s convinc'd mc of your villainy with* 
B 3 
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" out my being furpris'd, or angry at it : I defirc 

*• you would let me fee you at my lodgings im«- 

" mediately,, where I fhall have a better oppor- 

/* tunity to convince you, that 1 never can, or po- 

** fiiivcly will be as 1 have been. Yours, ^c.^ 

A. very whimfical letter !— Faith, I think fhe has hard 

luck with you ; if a man were obliged to have a miilrefs,. 

her perfon and condition ktm to be cut out for the eafe 

of a lover.: for fhe's a young, handfome, wild, well- 

jciniur'd widow— But what'^ your quarrel ? 

Sir Char, Nothing— fhe fees^ the coolnefs happens to 
bi; firl^on my fide, an^J her bufinefs with me now, 1 fup- 
pofe, is to convince me, how heartily Ihe's vex'd that 
ihe was not beforehand with me. 

L. Mor, Her pride and your indificrence mud occafion 
a plcafant fcene, fare j what do you intend to do ? 

Sir Char. Treat her with a cool, familiar air, 'till P 
pique her to forbid me her fight, and then take her at 
her word. 

L,Mor. Very gallant and provoking, [Enter a Servant. 

Ser'v. Sir, my Lord Foppington \,Exit<, 

^\r Char. Q— now, my Lord, if you have a mind 
to be let into the myilery of making love without pain 
—here's one that's a malter of the art, and (hall declaim 
to you ■ ■ ' 

Enter Lord FoppingtOB. 

My dear Lord Fopfington ! 

L. Fop, My dear agreeable ! ^eje t*emhrajfe! Pardi ! 

II y a cent ans que je ne veu My Lord, I am your 

Lordihip's moft obedient humble fervant. 

L. Mor. My Lord, I kifs your hands 1 hope we 

ihall have you here fume time 5 you feem 10 have laid in 
a Hock of health to be in at the divtrfions of the place 
— You look extremely well. 

L. Fop. To fee one's friends look fo, my Lord, may 
eifily give a ^vermeil to one's complexion. 

Sir Char, Lovers in hope, my Lord, always have a 
vilibie irillant in their eyes and air. 
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L. Fop. What doll thou mean, Charles ? 

Sir Char, Come, come, confefs what really brought 
you to Wind/or t now you have no bufinefs there ? 
' Ii. F6p, Why two hours^ and fix of the bell nags ia 
Chriftendom, or the devil drive me. 

L Mor, \ou make hafte, my Lord. 

h. Fop, My Lord, I always fly when I purfue— -— 
But they are well kept indeed •! love to- have crea- 
tures go as J bid *em ; you have feen *em, CharltSy but 
fo has all the world ; Foppingtons long- tails are known 
on e^-^ery road in England, 

Sir Char, Well, my Lord, but how came they, to 
bring you this road ? You don't ufe to take thefe irrt;-'- 
gular jjunts without fome defign in your head ofhr.ving; 
m>re than nothing to do. 

L. Fop, PQiah ! Pox ! pr'ythee, Charles, thou kno.^ • 
eft I am a fellow of fans confequence^ be where I will. 

Sir Char, Nny, p^w^ this is too much aiuonn: friend?, 
my Lord ; come> come,— wc mud have ir, your real 
bufinefs here ? 

L. Fop, Why then» tntn nous^ there is a' certaii 
fille dejoye about the Court here that loves winning at 
cards better than all the fine things Thave been able to 

fay to her, fo I have brought an odd thoufand bill 

in my pocket that I defign tete-a tete, to play off with 
her at piquet, or ^o \ and now the bufinefs is out. 

Sir Char, Ah 1 and a very good bufinefs too, my Lord. 

L. Fop. If it be well done, Charles! ^— 

Sir Char. That'i as you manage your Cards, my Lord. 

L. Mor. This muft be a woman of confequencc by the 
value you fet upon her favours. 

i>ir Char, O ! nothing's above the pric2 of a fine wo- 
man. 

L. Fop. Nay, look you, Gentlemen, the price may 

not happen to be altogether fo high neither Fori 

fancy I know enough of the game, to make it an even 
bett 1 get her for nothing. 

L. Mor. How fo, my Lord ? 

L.-Fop, Becaufe, if fhe happen to lofe a good fum to 
me, I ihall buy her with her own money • 
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L. Mor* That's new» I confefs. 

X». /*<>/. You know, Charles^ *tis not impoffibic but I 
may b^ five hundred pounds deep with her— then bills 
^lay fall (hort, and the devil's in't if I want affurance to 
aik her to pay me fome way or other. 

Sir Char, And a man muft be a churl indeed, that 
won't take a Lady's perfonai fecurity ; hah ! hah ! hah ! 

L. Fop^ Heh ! heh ! heh ! thou art a devil, Charles. 

L. Mor. Dea;h I how happy is this coxcomb ! [AJide. 

L. Fcf. But to tell you the truth. Gentlemen, 
I had another preifing temptation that brought me hi- 
,ther, which was my wife. 

L. Mor, That's kind indeed ; my Lady has been here 
this month, IJic'll be glad to fee you. 

L. Fof, That I don't know ; for 1 defign this after- 
^r.oon to fend her to London. 

L. Mor. What ! the (itme day you come, my Lord i 
'i hat would be cruel. 

L Fop. Ay, but It will be mighty convenient, for ihe 
is pofitively of no manner of ufe in my amours. 

L. Mor. 1 hat'^s your fault, the Town thinks her a very 
deftrving wcnjan. 

I- Fop, If (he were a woman of the Town, perhaps I 
fhouid think fo too; but Ihe happens to be roy wife ; 
and when a wife is given to deferye naore than her hut- 
band's inclinations can pay, in my mind (he has no me- 
rit at all. 

L, Mor, She's extremely well-bred, and of a vtry pru- 
.^ent concu6t. 

L. Fop, Um—— ay— —the woman's proud enough. 

L. Mor, Add to this, all the world allows her handiome* 

L. Fop, The world's extremely civil, my Lord ; and 
J fhouid take it as a favour done me, if they could fin4 
^n experiment to unmarry the poor woman. from the only 
pian in the world that can't think her hand fome. 

L. Mor. 1 believe ^here are a great lUany in the world 
that are ferry it is not in their power to unmarry her. 

L. Fcp, 1 am a great many in the world's ve^y hunible 
Servant ; and whenever they find 'tis in their power, 
their high and mighty wifdomi jGftay cccuiiand we at A 
(juaiter of an hour's warning. 
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L, JUtfr. Pray, ray Lord, what did you marry fo» ? 

L. Fof, To pay my debts at play, and diiinhcrit my 
yoon^er brotiier. 

Ij. Mw, B4it there arc Tome things due to a wife ? 

L. Top, And there are fome debts I don't care to pay 
i to both which I plead Hulband, and my Lord. 

L. Mor. \i I fhould do fo, I fhou'd expert to have xaf 
coach ftopt in the ^^xttty and to meet my wife with the 
windows up in a hackney. 

L. Fop, Then wou'd I put in bail, and order a fepa- 
rate maintenance. 

L. Mor. And fo pay douye the fiim of the debt, and 
be marry'd for nothing. 

L. Fop. Now I think deferring a dun, and getting 
rid of one's wife, are tJivO'Of the m^ agreeable fwedts in 
; the liberties of an Englijh fubjed. 
i L. Mw. If I were marry'd, i wouM as (bon part from 
my eftate, as my wife. 

L. Fop, New I wou'd not, fun-burn me if I 
would. 

L. Mor, Death ! But (ince you are thus indifferent, iKf 
Lord, why wOuM ^oa ne^kU marry a woman of £6 much 
merit ? Cou'd not yon have laid out your fpleen upon 
fome ill natur'd ihrew, tHat wanted the plague of an ill 
hu(band, and have let her alone to fome plain, hooeil 
man of quality that wou'd havedeferv'd her. 

L. Fop, Why faith, my lord, that might have been 
confider'd ; bat I really grew fo paffionately fond of her 
fortune, that, curfe catch me, I was quite blind to the 
reft of her gW qualities : for to kell you die truth, if it 
had Ji>een poftble th^t the old put of a Peer cou'd have 
tofs'd me in t'other five thoufand for 'em, by my con- 
lent, ihe (hould h^e relinquiih'd her merit and virtues 
to any of her younger Afters. 

Sir Char. Ay, ay, my Lord, virtues in a wife are 
- good for nothing but to make her proud, and put the 
i world in mind of her husband's faults. 

L. top. Right, Charles: and .ftrike me blind, but the 
women of virtue are now grown Aich idiots in love, they 
^pe£t of a n^»n,' juft as they do of a coach hcH'fe, that 
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one's appetite, like t'other's flcfli, fliould increafe- by 
feeding. 

Sir Char. Rig^t, my Lord, and don't confider^ that 
foujours chapons hmlles will never do with an Englijh 
ftomach. 

L. Fop. Ha ! ha ! ha ! To tell you the truth, Charlu, 
I have known fo much o^that fort of eating that I now 
think, for an hearty meal, no wild fowl in turopi is 
comparable to a joint of Banfttad mutton. 

L. Mot. How do you mean ? 

-L. Fop. Why, that, for my part, I had rather have a 
plain flice of my wife's woman, than my guts full of 
e'er an Ortolan Dutchefs in Cbriftendom. 

L.M$r. But I thought, my Lord, your chief buiinefs 
now at IVind/or had wen your defign upon a woman of 
quality 

L. Fap. That's true, my Lord; tha' I don't think your 
fine Lady the beft dilh myfelf, yet a man of quality can<t 
be without fuch things at hiis table. 

L. Mor. O! then you only deilre the reputation •of an . 
afair witK her. 

L. top. I think the reputation i-s the moil inviting; 
part of an amour with meil women of quality, ^ 

£. Mor. Why fo, my Lord ? 

L. Fop. Why, who the devil would run- through alj' 
the degrees of form and ceremony, that lead one up to 
the laft favour, if it were aoi for the reputation of under- 
(landing the nearefl way to get over the difficulty ? 

L. Mor. But, my Lord,, does not the repuiaaon-' of 
your being io general an undeztaker frighten. ike women, 
from engiigin^ with you I for they,£iy, no man can love 
but one at a- time. 

L. Fop. That's jtiil one more thai> ever I came up t^ :• 
for^ llop my breath, if ever 1 lov'd one in my life. 

h. Mor. How do you get 'em. then ?. 

L, Fop* Why, fomt times as they get other people u V 
drefs, and let ihem get me ; oi:, if that woa't do,. a$ L 
gotr my title, buy 'em. 

L. Mor. But how can you, that- profefs- indiiFercncCrf 
think it worth your while to come fo often up to the price 
01 a woman of quality ? 
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L. Fop» Becaufe you muft know, my Lord, that moft 
of them begin now to come down to reafon ; I mein 
thofe that are to be had, for fome ait fools; but with 
the wifcr fort, 'tis not of late fo very expenfive ; now and 
then a p^rtie quarrie, a jaunt or two in a hack to an 
Indian ho'ufe, a little Mna, an odd thing for a gowft, 
or fo, and in three days- after you meet her at the con- 
vcnicncy of trying it c^ez MademoifslU />' Epingle, 

Sir Char, Ay, ay, my Lord, and when you are thert, 
you know, what between a little chat, a difh of tea, 
MademozfiUt'i good humour, and a pitit chanfon^ or 
two, the devil's in*t if a man can't. fool away the time, 
'till he fees how it lo'ks upon her by candie-Ughf. 
, L. Fop, Heh ! heh \ weH faid. Charles -y I'gad I foncy 
thee and I have nnlac'd many a reputation there* 
Your great Lady is as foon undrefs'd as her woman. 

-L. Mirr, I could never find it fo- r-^the <ha*ne or 

fcandalTftf a repulfe always made. me afraid of attemjrt- 
ing a woman of condition. 

%'\T Char, Ha! ha! i'gad, fny Lord, you dcferve to 
be ill us'd, your modeily's enough to fpoil any womin 
in the world ; but my Lord and I vindcrftand the fexa 
Httle better: we fee plainly that women are only cold, 
as fome men are brave, from the modelly or fear tf thofe 
tfeat att ck 'em. 

L. Fop, Right, Charles a man fhbuld no more 

give up his heart to' a woman, than his fvvordlo a bully ; 
they are both as infolent as the devil after if. 

Sir Char, How do you like that, my Lord ? 

[AJidetoL, Mor. 

L. Mor, Faith, T envy him— But, n y Lord, fuppo:e 
your inclination ihould flumble upon a \vx)man truly vir- 
tuous, would not a fevere repulfe from fuch an one put 
you llrangely out of countenance ? 

L. Fop, Not at all, my Lord ' for if a man don't 
mind a box o' the ear in a fair ftruggle with a fre(li 
country-girl, why the duce (hould he be concern *d at 
an impertinent fro^n from an attack upon a woman of 
quality ? 

L. Mor, Then you haveno notion of a Lady's cn.cl y ? 
B 6 
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L. Fop. Ha ! ha ! let me blood, if I think there's a 
greater jefl in nature. I am ready to crack my guts with 
laughing to fee ,a fenfelefs flirt, becaufe the creature 
happens to have a little pride that fhe calls virtue about 
her, give herfelf all the infolent airs of relentment ami 
difdain to an honeil fellow, that all the while does doc 
care three pinches of fnutf if ihe and her virtue were to 
run with their laft favours through the firll regiment of 

Guards Ha 1 ha ! ■ it puts me in mind4)t an aifair 

of mine, fo impertinent — — 

L. Mor. O ! that's impoflible, my Lord,**— pray let's 
hear it. 

L. Fop, Why I happened once to be very well in acer* 
lain man of quality's family, and his wife lik'd me. 
. L. Mor. How do you know flic lik'd you ? 

L. Fop, Why from the very moment I told her I likM 
her. (he never durfl trull herfelf at the end of a room 
with me. 

L. Mor, That might be her not liking you. 

L. Pop, My Lord ■■ ■ Women of quality don't 

ure to fpeak the thing plain— But to fatisfy you I 
did not want encouragement, I never came there in my 
life, but ihe did immediately fmile, and borrow my 
fnuf£-box. 

L. Mor; She lik'd your fnuff at leaft Well, b»t 

how did (he ufe you ? 

L. Fop, By all that's infamous, fhe jilted me. 

L. Mor, How r Jilt you ? 

L. Ftp, Ay, death's curfe, (he jilted me. 

L. Mor, Pray lei's hear. 

L. Fop, For when 1 was pretty well convinc'd fhe had 
a mind to me, I one day made her a hint of an appoint- 
ment: upon which, with an infolent frown in her face 
(that made her look as ugly as the devil) fhe told me, 
that if ever I came thither again, her Lord fhould know 
that ihe had forbidden me the houfe before : — Did yotf 
cv«r hear of fuch a flut ? 

S\r Char, Intolerable! 

L. Mor, But how did her anfwer agree with you ? 

L. Fcp, O, paflionately well 1 for I ftar'd full in, her 
faie, and burft out a-laughing ; at which ihe turu'd upon 
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kef h(ee], ^nA gave a crack with her fan like a coach- 
v^hip^ aod beidied out of the room with ^be air and com- 
pkxion of an incent'd turkey-^ock. 

[J Septmnt ^mbifpers Sir Charles. 

L.ilfer- Wkirt did you then ? 

Tu.F^p. I— look'd after, gap^d, threw up the fail, 

and fell a iingjng out of the window So that yon foe, 

my Lord, whiie a roan is not in love, there's no great 
^i^tion in miffing one's way to a woman. 

Sir Char. Ay, ay, you talk this very wdl, my Lord ; 
but n6w let's fee how you dare behare yourielf upon ac- 
tion— —Dinner's ferv'd, and the Ladies ftay forjus 
n There's one within has be«i too harJ for as brifk 
a man as yourfelf. 

L. Mt. I gueis who you mean*-*-Have a xiare, my 
Lord, Aie'U prove your courage for you. 

L. Fop, \Vill Ihe ! then (he's an undone creature. 
For let roe tell you, Gcnttemen, courage \^ the whole 
.n^yftery of making love, «nd of more ufe than condudl 
is in war ; for the braveft fellow in Europe may beat his 
brains out againU the ilabborn walls of a town ■ ■ ■ 
^t 

Women horn to ht controuVd^ 
' Stoop to ibefertjoard and tht 4?old. [Exeunt. 

ACT IIL 
"The SCENE continues. 

Enter Lord lAonSimt and Sir Charles. 

L. Mor, C ^ • did not 1 bear up bravely \ 

ij> Sir Char, . Admirably ! With the bell-bred 
infolente in nature, you infulted like a woman of qua- 
lity when her countiy-bredKofliafid's jealous of her in the 
"wrong plflce. . 
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L. Mor. Ha ! ha ! Did yoa observe, when I fir(F 
came into the room, how carelefly (he braih'd her eyes 
over me, and when the company Adoted me, flood all 
ihe. whiie with her face to the window I Ha I ha \ 

•Sir Char. What aKoQiih'd airs flie gave herfelfy when 
you aflc'd her, what made her lb grave opon her old 
friends ? 

L. Mor, And whenever I offer'd any thing in talk, 
^hat aifeded. care ihe took to diredt her obfervations of 
it to a third perlbn } 

\ Sir Char. I obferv'd' (he did not cat above the rump 
j of a pigeon all dinner-time. 

1 L. Mor. And how fhecolour'd, when I toldlker, her 
Lady (hip had lod her flomach ? 

Sir Char* If you keep your temper, (he's undone. 

L. Mar. Provided fhe ftickr to her pride, I believe I 
may; 

6ir Char* Ah h never fear her ; I warrant, in the hu- 
mour file is in, fhe would as foon part with her fenfe of 
feeling. 

L..Mor. Well ! what's to be done next? 

Sir Char. Only obferve her motions; for by her be- 
haviour at dinner, I am.fure fhe defigns to gall you with 
my Lord Foppiagton :■ if fo, you mud (land her fire, and 
then play my Lady Gra^eairs upon her, whom I'll im* 
mediately pique and prepare for your purpofe. 

L. Mor. I und'irfland you the propereft woman 

in the world too, for (he'll certainly encourage the Icaft 
offer front. me, in. hopes of revenging her flights upon 
you.. - . • 

Sir Char, Right ; and the very encouragement ^e 
gives you, at the fame time will give me a pretence to 
widen the breach of my quarrel to her. 

L. Mor. Befides, Charles^ I own I am fond of any at* 
tempt that will forward a mifunderilanding there, for 
your Lady's fake : a woman fo truly good in her nature,, 
ought to have fomething more from a. man, than bare 
occadons to prove her goodnefs. . 

Sir Chaii* Why then, upon honour, my Lord,' to give 
you procfvthat 1 am pofitively. the beli hufband in ihe 
world, my wife— •——never yetfouna me out. ' 
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L. Mor, That may be her being the bed wife itv the 
world ; (be, may be«. won't find you Out. . 

Sir CJI^ar* Nay, if (he won't tell a man of his fauks 
when (he fees 'em, how the duce ihculd he. mend '<$m I 
Biit however, you fee 1 am going ta leave 'em off a^ fail 
as 1 can. > 

L. Mor, Being ttr'd of a woman is indeed a pretty 
tolerable afTurance of a nun's not designing to fool on 

with her Here (he comes, and if 1 don't miilake^ 

brimful of reproaches-— —You can't take her in a1>ettfir 
time-— I'll leave y.ou.. 
« 

E/ifer Lady Graveairs. 

Your Ladyfhip's moft hiimble fervant ! Is the company 
teroke up, pray? 

L, Grav, No, my Lord, they are ju ft talking of Baf- 
fet; my lord FeffiingiAn has a mind to tally, if your 
Lordfliip would encourage the table. 

L. Mor, O madam, with all my heart ! But Sir CbarLsy 
I know, ia hard to be gpt to. it ; I'll leave your Lady- 
fliip to prevail with him. ' [Exit L, Moreloye. 

[.«?/> Charles ami Lady GrSLvezirs /altae coldly ^ andtrifit 
fime time he fori they. /peak, 

L. Grav^ Sir Charles ^ I fent you a. note this morn- 
ing.^ ^ 

5ir Chflr, Yes, madam ; but there were fcmepaiTages 
1 did not expe^ from your LaJyihip ; you iecm'd to tax 
me with things that— — — 

L. Crarj. Look you. Sir, 'tis not at all material, 
whether i tax'd yoi(«.with any thing or no : I don't 
in the leail deiire to hear you clear yourfelf ; upon 
xsKy word, you. may be very eafy as to that matter ; for 
my part, I am mighty, well, fatisfy'd things are as they 
are; all I* have to fay to you is, that you need not 
give yourfelf the trouble to call at my lodgings this af* 
ternoon, if ycu fhould have time, as you were pleas'd 
tp fend me word^r— -and fo your fexvant, Sir> that's 
aU i »■■■■ \GQing. 
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Sir Char, Hold, madam. 

lj.Grav. Laokypu, ^ Charles^ ^■•t^yoar csWmg 
mt back, that wiil i^\£y any thing, I can afTureyoa. 

Sir C^flr. Why tins extraordinary hafte, aadam } 

L. Grow. In ihon, Sir CiarUs, I liav^ uken a great 
many things from yo»i of late, that you know I ka^ie 
often told yoa I would poiicively beiar no longer :< 
But I fee things are in wiin,. and che more people ftriw 
to oblige pcx)ple, the Icfs they alfe thank'd for't : and 
^mee 4here moil be an end fk one's ridiculoafnefs one 
time or other, I don't fee any time fo proper as the 
prefent, and therefore^ Sir, I defire you'd think of 
things accordingly — -—.Your fervant— — 

[GoiM£^, be holds her. 

Sir Char, Nay, madam, let's ftart fair, however ; you 
ought at ieaft to ftay 'till I'm as ready as your Ladyihip ; 
and then if we mull part— 

i Adieu, ye filent grots, and fhady groves; 
Ye foft amuferaents of onr growing loves ; 
Aditu, ye whifper;d fighs that fann'd the fire. 
And all the thrilling joys of young defire, 
L. Grav, O mighty well, {\r\ 1 am very glad we are 
at laft come to a right underftanding, the only way I 
- hare long wtfli'd for ; not but I'd have you to knew, I 
fee your defign through all your painted eafe of rcfigna- 
tion : I know you'd give your fi>ui to make me uneafy 
now. 

Sir Char, O fy, madam 1 upon my word, I would not 
make you uneafy, if it were in my power. 

L. Gra'v, O dear Sir, yon need not take fuch care, 
• upon my word ; you'll find I can part with you without 

the leaft diforder. I'll try at leaft, and fo once more» 

' and for ever. Sir, your fervant : not but you mutt give 
me leave to t.ll you, as my laft thought of you too, that 
I do think— —you arc a villain 

{Exit haJHfy. 
5ir Char. O your very humble fervant, madam-*— 

[Bonving iotv. 
What a diarming quality -is -a woman's pride, that's 
•ftrong enough to refufe a man her favours, "i^en he's 
weary of 'em— Ah ! \^Lady Graveairs returns » 
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L. Gra'u. Look you. Sir Claries — - — don't prefume 
upon the eafincfs of my temper ; ,ior fo convince you that 
I am pofi civet V in earne% in this matter; I deiire you 
would let me have what letters you have had of mir.e> 
fince you came io Wind/or ^ airid I expeft you'll return 
the rCilt, as I will yours, as foon as we come to Londoa. 

Sir Cbar, Upon my faiih, i^iadam, I never kept any; 
I always putinufFin 'em, and fo ihey wear out. 

L. Gra<v. Sir Charles y i muft have 'cm, for politiyely 
I won't ftir without 'em. 

Sir Char, -Ha ! then I mufl be civil, I fee. [Jfide. 
Perhaps^ madam, I hav^ ho mind to part with 'em . ■« 
©ryou. 

L. Gra'u, Look you, fir, all thofc fort pf things are 
in vain, now there's an end of every thing between us 
*T— If you fay you \yyn't giy^ 'em, "I Qi«ll e*cn ^ct 'eiu 
as well as I can. 

Sir Char, Hah 1 Ibat won't xio cucb^ inms. ifr^m^ 
L. Gran/, Who's there ? Mrs E^ghg-^'Yov^ keeping 
*» letter! fir, won't ^eep m<, I'llaflur^ yoit, 

tenter Edging* 

Edg» Did your Ladyfhip call 9)e, madam ? 

L. Grav, Ay, child, prs^y do oie the favour to ietch 
my fcarf out of the diniag<opin. 

Edg, Yes, madam ............ 

Sir Char. O! then there's hop«s ugain. . [/ffidt. 

Edg. Hal ihe looks as ifmyroafler had quarreird with 

her; 1 hope fhe's gone away in a hu!F fhe (han't ft..y 

■§qit her &:arf, J warrant hcr-^^-This is pore.. 

[•JJide. Exit/miling. 

L. Graif* Pray, Sir CharUs^ before I igo, ,%vit me 
leave now, after all, to afk you — -—why you havd^ us'ii 
me thus ? 

Sir Char, Wh^t is it y<>u call ufage, madam ? 

L. Grav, Why then, iince you will have it, how 
comes it you have been fogrofsly careJeCs and negk^ful 
()f iUe «f lat€ ? Only tell n^e feriouily wherein 1 have de- 
ferv'd this. 

Sir Char, Why then, feriouily, madam—— 
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Re-inter Edging nuith afcarf. 



We arc interrupted ' 

Edg, Here's your Ladyfhip's fcarf, madam. 

L. Grav, Thank you, Mrs. Edging, O la ! pray 
will you let feme body get me a chair to the do( r. 

E^g- Hum! fhe might ha\'e told me that before, ff 
fhe had been in fuch halle to go [£v/V:, 

L. Gra'v. Now, fir. " . ' ' 

Sir Char* Then feriouffy, I fay, I am of late grown fo 
very lazy in my pleafures, that I had rather lofe a woman 
than go through the plague and trouble of having <st 
keeping her j and to be free, I have found fo much even 
in my acquaintance with yoo, whom I con fefs to be a 
miftrefs in the art of pleafing, that I am from hence- 
forth r^folv'd to follow no pleafwc that rife? above tttfr 
&gff6 of ftmniement— and that woman that expeds 
) ^uld make her my buiinefs, why— like my bufi- 
nefs— is thca \tk a fair way of being forgot : - When on^ 
ihe c mes to reproach me with vows, and ufage, and 

duff' 1 had as lief hear her talk of bilk, b-^nds, and 

ejedments ; her paflion becomes as troublefome as a 
law-fuit, and I would as foon converfe with my Sotici- 
tor ■ In iliort, lihall never care fix- pence for any wo- 
man that won't be obedient,—— 

L. Gra'u, Til fwear, fir, you have a very free way of 
treating people j I am glad 1 am fo well acquainted with 
your principles, however and you'd have me 

obedient ? 

Sir Char, Why not I My wife's (oy and I think flic, 
kas as much pretence to be proud as your Ladyfhip. 

L, Grav, Lard ! is there no chair to be had, I won- 
der f 

Enter Sdging^. 

Edg, Here's a chair, madam. 

L, Grai}> *Tis very well, Mrs. Edging: pray^ wiH yotr 
let fomebody get mc a glafs of fair water. 
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Edg. Hum ! her huff's almoft over, I fuppofe — I 
fee he's a villain dill. [Exh. 

L, Gra*v. Well ! that was the prettied fancy about 
obedience/ Aire, that ever was I Certainly a woman of 
condition muft be infinitely happy under che dominion 
of fo generous a lover ! But how came you to forget 
kicking and whipping all this while ? Meihinks you 
fhould not have lefij fo fafliionable an article out of your 
fcheme of government. 

Sir Cbar» Um ! No, there is too much trouble in 
that ; though I have known 'em of admirable ufc in the 
reformation of feme humourfome gentlewomen. 

L. Grav. But one thing more, and I have done 
Pray what degree of fpirit molt the Lady have, that is 
to make herfelf h^ppy under fo much freedom, or Jet 
«nd tranquillity ? 

Sir Char. 1 ihe muft at leaft have as much fpiriit 
as your Ladyfhip, or (he'd give me no pleafure in break- 
ing it. 

L. Grofo^ No ; tjiat wou'd be troablefome You 

ivid better take one that's broken to your hand,-- - 
there arc fuch fouls to be'hir*d, I believe ; Things that 
will rub your temples in an evening 'till you fall faft 
aileep in their laps ; Creatures too that think their 
wages their reward: I fancy, at la% that will be the 
beft method for the lazy paifion of a marry'd man, that 
has outliv'd his any other fenfe of gratification. 

Sir Char, Lock you, madam, 1 have lov'd yoa 

very well a great while ; now you wou'd have me love 
you better and longer, which is not in my power to do ; 
and 1 dooft think there's a plague upon earth like a dua 
that comes for Biore money than one's ever likely to be 
able to pay^ 

L. Grav, A dun ! do yoo take me for a dun, fir ? do 
I ccn^e a dunning to you ? [fVaiks in u heat. 

Sir Char, Hift! don't expofe yourfelf here's com- 
pany 

. L. Gra'u. I care not— —A dun ! You (hall fee, fir, 1 
jcan revenge an affront, tho' I defpife the wretch that 
offers it—— A dua ! Qh 1 I cou'd die with laughing at 
the fancy. ' [£jrA* 
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Sir Cl'an ^o ! flie's in admirable Oi?der— Hesre comes 
iny Lord, and I'm afraid in the \exy nick of his occafion 
Jqt her. 

Sfitcr Lord A^urelovc. 

L, Mcr. O Charles / Undone again ! all's lofl and ruin'd. 

Sir Cbar. What's the matter now ? 

L. Mor, I have been playing the fool yonder ev.en to 
contempt; my fenfeXefs jealoufy has confefs'd a jveak- 
nefs I never fhall forgive myfelf — — She has infulted 

on it to that degree to:- .1 can't bear the thought 

^•— O Charles ! this devil ilill is miftrefs of «iy heart, 
ind I CQu'd dafti my brains to thi^k how gr<«Q/ tool 
Jiaye let her know it. 

Sir Char. Ah ! how it would tickle h^ if flie faw yOB 
jn this CQn4itiQn : fla I ha ! h^ ! 

L. itf^r. rr'yil^ee ii^m^i toHort toe.: dunk of iem 
prefent eafe, or I fhall burft 

Sir Char, W^ll, wejl, let'fl hear, prajr— ^-^what has 
ihe done to you ? Ha ! ha ! 

L. Mar. Why, ever jEnce I left you, ihe txseated itfe 
.with fo much cpolaefa and ill-nature, and that Thing of 
la Lord wilh fo viuch laughing eafe, fuck aia aoi|uainted^ 
fuch a ipiceful f^miliacity, that at the laft ibe faw and 
^upph'd in my imeaitnefs. 

Sir Cht^. W«ll ! and fo you left the room in a pett? 

L. M^r. O worfe, worfe flill ! for at laft, with half 
ihame and anger in my looks, I throft myfelf between 
my Lord and her, preis'd her by the hand, and in a 
whifpcr tr<mt>iing> i^ogg'd her in pity of kerfelf and me 
to flicw her good- humour only where ihe Jcnew it wa« 
.truiy vglu'd ; w which fhe broke from me with a cold 
fmUei fet her down by the Peer, whifper'd him, and 
))upA into, a loud laughter in my face, . 

Sir Char. Ha 1 ha ! then would I have given fifty .poand 
to hav^ fe(n yoiir &ce : why, what, inxke name of com- 
.f»Qn i^nii^, kad you to dio with humiihy ? Will you 
jtievier bftv^ ^eQOugh on't I Death! 'twas fetting a ligkt- 
^ match to gunpowder to blow yourfelf up, • 
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L. M9r. I fee itiy ibfly ntnv, C^ir/f/— biit wBat ftfall 
I do with the reittaitis of life that fhe has left me ? 

Sir Char, 0» throw it at b^r feet By ail means, ptR OIT 
your Tragedy- ^HXy catch fiaift hold oflief petiicoat, whip 
out your handkerchief, and in point blank vzt{^ de&n; 
her one way or other to make an end of the bnfinefs. 

\In a iKbiming tone. 

L. Mor. What a fool doft thoa make me } 

Sir Char. I only ihew you, as you come oat of her 
hands, my Lord. 

L. Mor, How contemptibly have I behar'd myfeff ? 

Sir Char, That's according as you bear Tier beliaviour. 

L. Mm-, Bear it! no : J thank yon-. Claries thoa' 

haft wak'd me now ; and if 1 bear it— What have you* 
done with my Lady Grayeairs F 

Sir Char. Yoar bufinefs, I believe— -^ She's ready for 
yon, ihe's jaft gone down ftairs, and if you don't make 
hafte after her, I expeft her back again with a knife or 
a piftol, prefently. 

L. Alor. I'll g*) this minotc. 

Sir Char. No, flay a little, here comes m^r Lord. 
We'll fee what we can get out of him firrt. 

L. Mor. Methinks 1 now coUlcMau^h at her. 

Enter Lord Foppingt6n. 

h. Fof. Nay, pr'ythee, Sir Ciwr/^/, let's have a little 
•f thee— We have been f) f>&^7gr/» without thee, that, 

«op my breath, the ladies are gone half afleep to church 
ir want of thy company. 

Sir Char. That's ' hard indeed, while yourLordfhip 
was among 'em : is Lady Betty. gont too ? 

L. Fof. She was juft upon the wing But 1 caught 

her by the fnuif^box, and fhe pretends to (lay to fee if 
I'll give it her again, or no. 

L. Mor. Death ! 'tis that I gave her, and the only 
prcfent fhe ever would recei^re from n\e—- Aflc him how 
he came by it* [JJide to Sir Charles. 

Sir Chat. Pr'ythee don't be uneafy Did fhe give 

ii yotf, my Lord ? 
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' L. Fop^ Faith, Charles, I can't fay (he did, or ihedid 
not, but we were playing the fool» and I took it— -^ la 
■ ■ ■ ■ Pihah! I can't tea thee in French neither, but 
Horace touches it to a nicety— 'twas fignui direptum 
male prtinaci, 

L. Mor, So J but I snuiil: bear it— -Jf your Lordihip 
has a mind to the box, I'll (land by you in the keepin|r 
,oFit. 

L. fop. My Lord, I am paffionately oblig'd to you, 
l)at I am afraid I cmnot anfwer your hazarding fo muck 
of the Lady's favour. 

L. Mor. Not at all, my Lord : 'tis poilible I may 
not have tke fame regard to her frown that your Lord- 
ihip has. 

L. Fop, That's a bite, I am fure he'd give a joint 

of his little finger to be as well with her as I am. \AfideS\ 
But here ihe comes ! Charles, (land by me^Muil not a 
man be .a vain coxcomb oow, to think this creature fol* 
low'd one ? 

Sir Char,, Nothing fo plain, my Lord. 

L, Fop. Flattering devil \ 

Enter Lady Betty. 

L.Bet, Pfhah ! my Lord Fopphgionl Pr'ythee don't 

play the fool now, but give me my fnuff-box sir 

Charles, help me ro take it from him. 

Sir Char, You know I hate trouble, madam. 

L. BeL Pooh ! You'll make me ftay 'till prayers are 
half over no^v. 

L. Fop. If you'll promife me not to go to church, I'll 
give it you. 

L. Bet, I'll promife nothing at all, for pofitively I 
will have it. [Struggling luith him^ 

L. Fop. Then comparatively I Won't part with it, ha ! 
ha I [Sff^ggl^^ 'w//i& h'erm 

L. Bet. O you devil ! you have kill'd my arm ! Oh ! 
Well — if you*ll let me have it, I'll gjive you a better. 

L. Mor. O Cbar/es / that has a view of dittant kind- 
nefs in it. [4fide to S/r Charles. 
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L. Fof, Nay, now I keep it fuperlatively ——•I find 
there's a fecret value in it. 

L. Be/. O difmal 1 upon my word, I am only afliam'd 
to give it you: do you think' I. would offer fuch an 
-odious fjancy'd thing to any body I had the leaft value 
for ? " 

Sir Char, Now it comes a little nearer, methinks it 
does not ieem to be any kindnefs at all. 

IJjs^e to LorJ Morelove, 

L. Fop, Why, feally, madam, upon fecond view, it 
has rot extremely the mode of a Lady's utenfil : are you 
iure it never held any thing but fnuffl 

L. Bet, O ! you monfter ! 

L, Fef>. Nay, I only aflc, becaufe it feems to me to 
have very much the air and fancy of Monileur Smoak* 
:andfot*s tobacco-box. 

L. Mor^ I can bear no more. 

Sir Char, Why, don't then ; I'll ftep into the compa- 
ny, and return to your relief immediately. \^Exit* 

L. Mor. \ToL, Bet.] Come, madam, will your Lady- 
(hip give me leave to end the diiFerence ?—— Since 
the flightnefs of the thing may let you beftow it with- 
out any mark of favour, ihall I beg it of your Lady- 
ftiip? 

L. Bit, O my Lord, nobody fooner 1 beg yo« 

will give it my Lord. 

[Looking earneftly on L, Fop^ *who fmiVmg gives it i» 
L Mor. and then ho-ws granjelyio her,'\ 

L. Mor, Only to have'^the honour of reftoring it to 
your Lordfhip ; and if there be any other trifle of mine, 
your Lordftiip has a fancy to, tho' it were a miftrefs., I 
don't know any perfon in the world who has fo good a 
claim to -my refignation. 

h. Fop, O my Lord, this generofity will diftraft 
me. % 

L. Mor, My Lord, I do you but common jullice : but 
from your converfation, I had never known the true 
value of the fex. You pofitively underlland 'em the bell 
of any man breathing, therefore i think every one of 
common prudence ought to refign to you. 

L. Fop, Then pofitively your Lordlhip's the ;noft 
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obliging perfon in the world, for Ten fure your judg- 
ment can never like any woman that is not the finell 
treature in the univeife. 

[Botvtng to L, Betty. 

L. Mor. O ! your Lordlliip dttes me too much honour; 
I have the worll judgment in the world ; no man has 
been more de'ceiv'd in it. 

L. Fop. Then your Lordfhrp, I prefume, has been 
apt to chufe in a ma^c, or by candle light. 

L. Mor, In a maflc, indeed, my Lord, arid of all 
ma&s the moft dangerous. 

L. Fop, Pray what's that, my Lord ? 

L. Mor. A bare face. 

L. Ftp, Your Lordfhip wifl pardon mie, if I don*t To 
readily comprehend how a woman's bare face can hide 
her face. 

L. Mor, It often hides her heart, my Lord, and there- 
fore I think it fometimes a more dangerous malk than a 
piece of velvet : that's rather a mark than a difguife of 
an ill woman*: but the mifchitfs Ikulkirig benind a 
beauteous form, give no warning ; they are always fure, 
fatal, and innumerable, 

L. £ef. O barbarous afpeffion ! My Lord Foppmgton^ 
have you nothing to fay for the' poor women ? 

L. Fop, I muft corifeft, madam, nothing of this na- 
ture ever happen'd in my courfe of amours : I always 
judge the beauteous form of a woman to be the moft 
agreeable part of her compofition, and when once a 
Lady docs me the honour to tofs that into my armsi I 
think myfelf obliged in good-nature, not to qCiarrel 
about the reft of her equipage. 

L. Bet, Why ay, my Lord, there's fome good-hu- 
mour in that now. 

L. Mor, He's happy in a plain, EngUJh llomach, ma- 
dam.. I could recommend, a difli mat's perfedly to 
your Lordihip's guft, where beauty is the only fauce ta 
it. 

L. Bet, So ! 

L, Fop, My Lord, when my wine's right, I never care 
it ihould be zefled. 4 
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L. Mor. I know fome ladies would thank you for that 
opinion. 

L. Bet. My Lord Morelo'ue^s really grown fuch a churl 
to the women, I don't only think he is not, but can't 
conceive how he ever ^ould be in love. 

L. Mor> Upon my word, madam, I once thought I 
was. [Smiiiftg, 

L. Bet. Fy ! fy ! how could you think fo ? 1 fancy 
now you had only a mind to domineer over fome poor • 
creature, and fo you thought you were in love ; ha ! ha ! 

L. Mer. The Lady I lov'd, madam, grew fo unfor- 
tunate in her condu^, that (he at tail brought me to treat 
her with the fame indifference and civility as I now pay 
your Ladyftiip. 

L. Bet, And ten to one, juft at that time (he never 
thought you fuch tolerable company. 

L. Mor, That I can't fay, madam ; for at that time 
fhe grew fo affedted, there was no judging of her thoughts 
at aU, ' [^Mimicking her. 

L. Bet, What, and fo you left the poor lady ! O you 
inconftant creature 1 

L. Mor* No, madam, to have lov'd her on had been^ 
inconHancy ; for ihe was never two hours together the 
fame woman. [Z. Bet. andL. Mor, feem to talk. 

L. Fop, [JJtde,] Ha! ha ! ha ! I fee he has a mind to 
abufe her ; fo I'll e'en give him an opportunity of do-*' 

ing his bufinefs with her at once for ever My Lord, 

I perceive your Lordfhip's going' to be good company to 
the lady, and for her fake I doirt think it good manners 
in me to diflurb yo u 

Enter Sir Charles. 

Sir Char, My Lord Foppington ! 

L. Fop, O Charles ! I was juft wanting thee — Hark 
thee -" I have three thoufand fecrcts for thee— I have 
made fuch difcoveries ! To tell thee all in one word — 
Morelo've^s as jealous of me as the devil ; heh ! heh I hch ! 

Sir Char, is't poffible ? has ihe given him any occa- 
fion ? 

Vol. IL C 



d by Google 



4^ TSe Carbi^css Hus«an». 

L. Fof. Only.rally'd him to death upon my aceoant ; 
ihc told me wiihin, juft now, flie'd ufc liim like a dog j 
and bcgg'd me to draw off for an opportunity. 

Sir Char, O ! keep in while the fcent lies, and (he's 
your own, my Lord. 

L. Fc/>. 1 can't tell that, Charles^ but Vm Aire Ihc's 
fairly unharboui*d, and when once I throw off my in« 
clinations, I ufually follow 'em 'till the game has enough 
^n't ; ^nd between thee and I ihe's pretty well blown 
too, (he can't ftand long, 1 believe'; for, curfe catch me, 
if 1 have not rid down half a thoufand pound after her 
already. 

Sir Char. What do you mean ? 

L. Fop. I have loft £ve hundred to her at piquet fioce 
dinner. 

Sir Char. You are a fortunate man, faith ; you are 
Tcfolv'd not to be thrown out, I fee. 

L. Fop, Hang it 1 What fhould a maa come out foc» 
if he does not keep up the {port ? 

Sir Char, Well pulh*d, my Lord« 

L. Fop, Tayo ! have at her- - 

Sir Char, Down ! down ! xay Lord— ah— —'ware 
lianches. 

L. Fop, Ah ! Charles^ ^Fmhrttcing him] Pr'ythee let's 
obferve a little ; there's a foolifti cur, now 1 have run 
her to a ftand, has a mind to be at her by himfelf, and 
ihou fhalt fee ftie won't ftir out of her way for him, 

[7 hey ftand aftde, 

L. Mor, Ha ! ha 1 Vour LadyOiip's very jgrave of a 
fudden ; you look as if your lover had infolently rcco- 
ver'd his common fenfes. 

L. Bet, And your Lordfhip is fo very gay, and unlike 
yourfelf, oije wou'd fwear you were jaft come from the 
pleafure of making your miftrcfs afraid of you* 

L. Mor, No, faith, quite contrary— for, do you know, 
madam, I have juft found out, that uj)on your account 
I have made myfelf one of the moft ridiculous puppies 

upon the face of the earth— 1 have, upon my 

faith! nay, and fo extravagantly fuch ——ha! 

ha ! iia I that it's at laft become a jelit even to myfclf | 
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and I can't help laughing at It for the foul ofnif ; t»a ! 
hal.haj, _ . ., .^'' . ^ 

'X. -5^. J want^tcJ cute hlni of that laugh now, IJJtde. 
WyLord, iinceyoaare fo generous, I'll tell you aijpther 
fecret : do you know to6, that I ftill find (fpite of all 
youf great wifdom, and cay contpmptible quaji^^s, as 
you' ire'pk'as'tl now and theft to call them), do you 
tthow, f uy, tfcat I fee lindtt all this; you ftlfl love mje 




L. Mar> O by all means, madanl, 'ti& fit you fliould, 
and I expefl: it, whenever it is iii yojLir power— t^ Con - 
fcfioir! ' ,IW<' 

L. Bet. My Lord, yoU have tdk*d to nje ^this ^ialf 
tour, witliout confijmnp; paii^. „[r^r«j^f ^«/ ^^f-.cS?/ tp 
pafte.^ Only remember it. / * ' ' , 

L. M<pr. Hell and tortures ! ' ] 

L. Bet, What did you fay, my Lord ? 

L. Mor, Fire and furies ! 

L. Bet. Ha! hal he's diforder'd— Now I atp eafy-^ 
iAy Lord Fof^ingtouy have you a mind to your revcog^ 
at piquet ? 

£,. Fop, I have always a mind to an opportunity el" 
"cntertaininig; yp.ur Lady ihip, madam.' . r 

XL.i^t. coquets <witb L.^ 0^0 

L. il/<7f. O Qharlefi — *-thc iniblence of this woip^a 
«iight furnifh out a thoufand devils. , 
' Sir Char, And your temper is enough to farmih out ^ 
thoufand .fuch women—Come awa^ — -1 have bufineii 
Tor yoa upon t^e terrace, 

L. Mor, Let me but fpgak one. wQXd to her. 

Sir Chtw, Not a fyllable— jihc ^^ongwe'^s 4 weiapoA 
you'll always have the wpr,ft ^t : for r fee, you have nQ 
guard, and fhe carries a dcvitilh edge. 

L. B€t. My Lord, don'tict ^ thing-Pve faid ftighpten 
you away j for if you have the leaft inclination to ftay 
and rail, you know the old conditions; 'tis but your 
aflcbg my pardon next ^ day,, juid you n^ajr give ypar 
jpaflloa any liberty you think fit. ** '*' • 
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L. Mor-^ Daggers and death ! * 

Sir CJbar, Are you mad ? - ' 

L. Mor. Let me fpeak to her now, or I (hall .burft— ^ 

Sir Char. Upon condition you'll fpeak no more of her 
to me, my Lord, do as you pleafe. 

L. Mor. Pr'ythee pardon me — I know not what to do. 

Sir Char, Come along— I'U fet you to work I war* 

Mnt you Nay, nay, none of your, parting ogles-— 

Will you go ? . ' ' , ; 

^ L. Mor, Yes— and l hope for ever' 

[Exii iS/r Char, pulling aiuay L. Mor^ 

L. Fof, Ha ! ha ! ha 1 Did ever mortal monfter fet up 
for a lover wiih fuch unfortunate qualifications ? 

L. Bet, Indeed, my Lord Morelove has fomctlun|r 
ftrangely Angular in his manner. 

L. Fof, 1 thought I Ihould' have burft to fee the crea* 
ture pretend to rally, and give himfelf the airs of one of 

us But, run me thiough, madam, ypurLadyftiip 

puIhM like a fencing-mailer ; the laft thruft was a cctip 
lie grace, I believe— —Pm 'afraid his Honour wiil hard- 
ly meet your Ladyfhip in hade again* 

L. Bet, Not unlefs his fecond. Sir Charles, keeps hia 
better in pradtice, perhaps-— Well, the humour of this 
creature has done me iienal fervice to-day $ I muft keep 
it up for fear of a fecond engagement. [^Jide* 

L. Fop. Never was poor wit fafoil'd at his own wea- 
pon fqre. 

L. Beu Wit ? Had he ever any pretence to it ? 

h,Fop. Ha! ha! he has not much in love, I think, 
though he wears the reputation of a very pretty young 
fellow among fome fort of people; but, ftrike'me ftu- 
pid, if ever I could difcover c6mmon fenfe in all the 
progrefs of his amours : he expedls a woman (hould like 
iim for endeavouring to convince her, that ftie has not 
one good quality belonging to the whole compofition oif 
her ^ul and body. 

L, Bet. That, I fuppofe, is only in a modefl hope, 
thtat ihe'll mend her faults, to quaJify hcrfelf for his vaft 
merit, ha! ha! / 

L. Fop* Poor Morelcve! I fee fha can't endure him. 
^ • . [Jfide. 
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t,/Bet, Or if one really had all thofe faults, he doejj 
liot confider, that fincerity in love is as much out, of 
fafhion as fweet fnufF; no body takes it now. 
' L. Fopr O ! no mortal, madam, unlefs it be here and 
there a fquire, that's making his lawful court to the 
cherry- chteek charms of my Lord Bilhop*s great fat 
daughter in the country. 

L. Bit. O what a furfei ting* couple has he put toge- 
ther \ [Throiving her hand careUJly upon hit. 
. L. Fop, Fond of me, by all that's tender I:— Poor Fool, 
ril give thee e^fe immediately. [^i/(?.]— But, madam, 
j^ou were pleas'd jujd now to offer me my revenge at 

j)iqucti Now here's no body within, and i think we 

can't make ufe of a better opportunity. 

L. Bei. O! no: not now, mv Lord!— ~I have a 
favour r would fain beg of you nri^. 
* L. F(fpn But time; madam, is very precbui in thii 
place, and. I ihall not eafily forgive myfelf if I dpn't 
taWhlm bV the ^relock. 

« Li ^irf. But I have a ^reat mind to hive a little mor« 
Iport with my Lofd Morilo^ve £rft, ^and would fain beg 
your aiffiftance. 

L. Fop. O ! with all my heart ; and, upon fecond 
i!iOttghts; Pdoti't fcnow but piqnine a rival in public 
may be as good fport, as being well with a miftreft in 
private: for, after all, the pleafurc of a fine woman is 
likie that of her virtue, not fo much in the thing, as the 
reputation of having it, [v^//f,]— WelJ, madam, but 
how can I fetve you in this affair ? 

L. Bet. Why, methought, as my Lord Morelove went 
out, he ftiewM a Item refentment.in his look, that feem'd 
to threaten me with rebellion, and downright defiance : 
now I have a great fancy, that you and I ftiould follow 
•him to the terrace, and laugh at his refolution before he 
has time to put it in pra(Elice. 

L. Fop, And fo punifli his fault before he commits it I 
'halhalhaf 

L. Bet. Nay, we won't give him dme, if his courage 
'ftouH fail, to repent it. 

C3 
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L. F^p, Ha ! h^! ka ! let me blood, Ul don't long to 
t>e at it, ha ! ha f 

L. Set, 0\ 'twin be fuch diveifion to fee him bite his- 
UpSf and broil within, only with feeing U5 ready to f^t 
our iides in laughing at nothing, ha ! ha ! 

L» Fof, Ha ! ha ! I fee the creature does really like me. 
[i^Jide,"] And, then, madam, to hear him hum a broken 
piece of a tune,- in aiFeftation of his not minding os— 
'twill be fo foolifh, when we know he loves us to death 
all the while, ha ! ha I 

L. B&t. And if at laft his fage mouth Ihoald open in 
Rirly contradidlion of our humour, then will we^ in pure 
pj?.pofition; to hjs, immediately fall foul u^cn every tHin^ 
th:it is not gallant and faihionaJble ; oonftancy ihall bS 
^e mark of age and uglinefs, virtue a jeft ; we'll rally 
lUfcretlon out of doors, lay gravity at oiir (feet, and only 
love, ir^Q l>3ve, diforder, libei'ty, and plJw§ire^ be our 
ilancling principles. • -/.*'t ;' 

L. Fop, Madam, you tranfport me; fpivif jever f was 
cbjig'jd to nature for any one toleraWeJ <pJal^'ation, 
*tvvii8 pofitively the talent of beif>g exulrerantlj^pleafant 

tipon this fubjeA— -I am impatient -^-my fan^y** 

iijpfinihe wiog already—- let's fly to him«. 

L. Bet. Na, no; ftay 'till I am joidgoi out»,our go- 
* i»g together won't be fo proper, 

L« F^* As yotur Ladyfhip pleafes^ madaiil-^But wkeo 
tkis aflair i^Tover, you won't forget tiiat 1 hove a ccrfain 
scvengedue, 

L. Bet, Ay ! ay 1 after fuppcr 1 am for you— — Nay^ 

you ihan't ftir a Hep, my Lord ■ 

lSeeifi£ her to the door, 

L. Fef Only to tell you, you have nx'd me yours to 
the laft exiftence of my foul's eternal entity> ^ ' ; 

L. Bit, O, your fervant. [^•*'''« 

L. Fop, Hal ha! flark mad for me, by all.that*s 
haadfome ! Pbor MffteJo^ ! That a feiJow who Ims ever 
teen abroad, fhould think a womaA of her fpirit is flo 
^b^ jt^en^afi thp Coofcderatea do towns,^by a-regplar 
fiege, wheri fo many of the French fuccieffcs naight-liawe 
Ihewn him the fureft way is to whii^er the governor. 
—How can a coxcomb %\s\ himfclf the fatigue of boo\- 
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ftarJIng x woman^s Hnd«rftai>diflg, when he may with 
lo much cafe make a friend of her conftitution I ■ • 
y\\ fee, if 1 can ihcw him a Iktle French play with Lady 
Bsuy-^^lAX me fee— Ay, Til make an end of it the old 
wa y get her into piquet at her own lodging, not 
mind owe tittle of my play, give her every game before 
fhe's half up, that Ihe- may }udge the ftrength of my in- 
cUnarion hy my halle ©f lofing up to her price ; then of 
a fudden, with a familiar leer, cry— Rat piquet — fweep 
counters, card^ and money all upon the floor, (S* donc-^ 
V affaire eft fait e. \Exit. 



A C T IV, S C E N E L 

S C E N E> The CajtU r err act. 

inttr loiify Betty, mui Lmtfy Eafyw 

Lt^ir^.Ti^V Dear, you really talk to me as if I were 
IVJL your lover, and not your friend j or elfe 
I am fo dnli, that by all youVe faid I oan*t make the leaft 
gmf) at your real chaaghts**^-*— Caft you be feridus for 
a raomenf ^ 

L. Bet. Not eaiily : bat I wt)ttrd do more to oblige 
yoo, 

L. EaJ^ Then pray deal ingenuoufly, and tell me, 
without referve, are you fure yoa don't love my Lord 
Mor$h<V4 1 

L. Bet. Then ferioufly— ^I think not—— But be- 
oaufe I won't' be pofiiivc, you fliall judge by the worftof 
my fymptDPftS * ■ ■ Firf, I own 1 like hia converfation, 
his perfon has neither fault nor beautv . well 

enough— —I don't remember lever (ecretly wifh'd 

royfelf married to him, o r "that I ever ferioufly re- 

folv'd again fl it. 

L. Eajy. Well, fo far yon arc tolerably fafe;- n 
C4 



d by Google 



i6 Thi Careless Hufi«Airj>. 

^^^l^^^Z — ^' ^^ ^^s manner of addreffing you, wKal 

cffeft has that had ? . 

L. ^^/. I am not a little pleas'd to obferve few men 

foIJow a woman with the fame fatigue and fpirit that he 

does me am more pleased when he lets me ufe him 

lii ; and if ever I have a favourable thought of him, 'tis 
when I fee he can't bear that ufage, 

L. Eajy. Have a care, that laft is a dangerous fjmp- 
^^"^— — ^e pleafes your pride, I find. 

L. Bet. Oh ! perfeaiy : in that— —I own no mortal 
ever can come up to him. 

L.'£a^, But now, my dear! now comes the main 
^^"^7^ — Jealoufy ! Are you fure you have never been 
touch d with it ? Tell me that with a fafe confcieuce^ 
and then I pronounce you clear. 

L. Bet. Nav, then I defy him ; for pofitivdy I wa^ 
neverjealousmmylife. . 

■L. £a/jf. How, madam ! Have you never been ftirr'd 
enough, to think a woman ftrangely forward for being 
a little familiarin talk with him | Or are you fure his 
gallantry to another never gave you theleaft difordtr? 
vVe.eyou never, upon no accident, in an apprchenfion 
oflofinghim? 

L. Bet. Ha ! Why, madam -Blcfs me ! — wh — wh— 
why, fure you don't call this jealoufy, my dear ? 

L. £aj/y. Nay, nay, that is not the bufmefs-— Have 
you ever felt any thing of this nature, madam ? 

L.Bet. Lord! don't be fo hally, mydear— — any 
thing of this nature O Lud I I fwear I don't like 

it : dear creature, bring me off here ; for I am half 
frighted out of niy wits. 

^ L. Baj^. Nay, if you can't rally upon't, your wound 
as not over deep, I'm afraid. 

L, Bet. Well, that's comfortably faid, however, 
L. Eaj^. But come to the point— hdw far have yoa 
bjeen jealous ? , 

L.Bet. Why— O blefs me! He gave the mufic one 
night to my Lady Languid here upon the terrace : and 
(tho* ihe and I were very good friends) 1 remember I 
cou'd not fpeak to her in a week for't — Oh ! - , 
-X.. Eajfy. Nay, now you may laugh if you aan ; for> 
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t^e my word^ the mai'ks are upon you— Bot come^-^ 
what elfe ? 

L. £etm O nothing elfe, upon my word^ my dear I 

L. Eaj^. Well^' one word more^ and then 1 give fen* 
tcnce ; fuppofe you were heartily convinc'd that he ac- 
tually followed another woman ? 

L. Bet. But, pray, my dear, what occafion is there to 
fuppofe any fuch 'thing at all ? 

£. Eaj^, Guilty, upon my honour. 

L. Bet» Pfliah ! I defy him to fay, that ever I own'd 
any inclinatioti for him. 

L. EaJ^. No, but you have given him terrible leave 
to guefs if. 

L, Set. If ever you fee us meet again, you*ll have but 
little reafon.to think fo, I can aflurc you. 

^ L. Eaj^. That I ihall fee prefently ; for here comes 
Sir Ciaries, and I'm fure my Lord can't be far off. 

Enter Sir Charles. 

Sir Cifar. Servant, Lady Bettj my dear, bow do 

you do ? 

L. Eajf, At your fervice, my deai^—— But pray 
what have yott done with my Lord Morelo^ef - 

L. Bet. Ay, Sir Claries, pray ho.v does your pupil do ? 
Have you any hopes of him ? Is he docible ? 

Sir Ci?ar. Well, madam, to confefs your triumph 
over me, as well as him, I own my hopes of him are 
loft. I ofFer'd what I cou'd to his inflruaion, but he's 

incorrigibly yours, and undone and the news, I pre-i 

fume, does not difpleafe your Ladyfhip. 

L. Bet, Fy, fy^ Sir Charles y you difparage my friend ; 
I am afraid you don't take pains with him. 

Sir Char. Ha ! I fancy. Lady Betty, your good-nature 

• won't let you fleep o'nights : don't you love dearly to 
hurt people ? 

L. Bet. O I your fervant 5 then without a jefl, the 
man is fo unfortunate in his want of patience, that let 

• me die, if I don't often pity him. 

Cj. v. . . 
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.. Sir CA^, Jtia ^ S^f^ge goodDefs— ^-O ihM I ^ic^r 
your lover for a month or two I 

L. -F^/. Wiiai ih«n ! 

Sir C^fir^ I w^ii'd mak« cbftt pretty heart's bkxxi of ^ 
yours ach in, a fortnight. 

L. ^//. Hugh 1 I fhoukl haxe you^ your aflUrtiKer 
. wou'd make year, add^fs intolerable. 

Sit Char, I believe it woai'd^ for Vd nev^raddfeA to> 
you at all. 

L. Bst. O I you clown you ! 

[Hitting bim nvuh btr/im, 
. Sir Char. Why, what tedo? To feed a difeas'd pride^ 
that's eternally breaking out in the affedlation of an ill 
^ nature that «-«-*- in my conkience I beli^vo is but afec- 
tation. 

L. -B#/. Yott npr your friend have no great reafon 
to cqmpl^^af my fondnefs^j I t>cli^vc. Ha I &a i ^a ! 

Sir Char. [Looking earnejily on her,] Thou infolent 
creature ! How can you make a jeft of a man, whofe. 
whole life's but one continu'd torment from your want of 
common gratitude f 

, l^Bet, Torment! For my part, I r«fttlybeHeve himu 
as ea fy as you are. 

Sir Char,. Poar, intojerafek afic6laition I Yoa know the- 
contrary, yoj* knout him blindly yours, you know your- 
' power, end the whok pleafure of ywr life's the poor - 
and low abufe of it. 

h. Set,. Vray, how do I ab«& it^^—- ^if I h^Yt any 
power ? 

Sir Char, Yon drive him tsp extremes *t1»at make himv 
mad, tl^B puni^i him for acting again ft hl^ irafoii ; 
you've aliDoft turn'd. hil brain, his common ju^gmeit 
. foiU h«» I he's now, at ihi? very moment, driven by 
Ris defpair upoist a proje^, in holies to- free bim (Fotiiz 
yoi r power, t^t I am fenfible, and fo liHiil any one be. 
that has hi$ feafe, of cQurfe muft r«in lum with.ywa,. 
for ever ; I almoft bluflv to think of it, ytt your uftrea- 
i^nabk di^i^ ^^ lerp'd him u^it; and (hould he now: 
|uipe6t I efftr'd but a hint of it to you, aittd in conteiapt 
of his defign, I know he'dcaU my life toanfwerie:. 
Jtiki I h^e no regard; to izien in madnefs, I raiher 
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ctioofe for once to traft in yonr good-nature^ in hopci 
th9 man, whom yoer .unwary beauty had miade mifer-^ 
able, your generofity wou'd fcorn to make ridiculous. 

L. Bit. Sir Charlis, you charge me very home ; I ne- 
ver bad it in my inclination to make any thing ridiculous 
that did not deferve it. Pray what is this bufinefs yo» 
think ib extravagant in him ? 

^irCbar. Something fo abfurdlyrafh and bold, you'll: 
bardly forgive e?*n me that tell it yoii. 

h.Bet. O fy! Jf it be a fault. Sir Charles, I fhall 
confider it as his, not yours. Pray what is it ? 

1^ Eafy. I long to know« methinks. 

Sir Char, You. may be fure he did not want my dif^ 
AMfions from it. *" 

L. Bet, Let's hear it. 

Sir Char, Why this man, whom I have known to 
love you with fuch excefs of generous defire, whom £ 
have heard in his ecftatic praifes on your beauty t^k^^ 
'till from the foft heat of his diftilling thoughts the tears 
have fair a 

L. BeL O ! Sir Charles {Blujhlng. 

Sir Char, ^zy, grudge not, fince *tis paft, to hear 
what was (tho' you contemned it) once his merit : but 
mow 1 own that merit ought to be forgotten^ 

L. Bet, Pr^, Sir, be plain. 

Sir Char, This man, I fay, whofe unhappy paflioai 
has. fo ill fucceevied with you, atlall has forfeited all his 
hopes (into which, pardon me, fconfefs my friendlhip^ 
had lately flaitcr'd him) his hopes of even deferving^ 
BOW your lowetl pity or regard. 

L. Bet. You amaze me — For I can't fuppofc his ut* 
moft malice dares affault my reputation—and what--— - 

Sir Char. No; but he maliciouily prefumes the world 
will do it for him ; and indeed he has taken no unlikely 
meafis to make 'em bufy with their tongues : fur he is 
this moment upon the open terrace, in the highcft pub- 
lic gallantry with my Lady Graveairs. And to con- 
vioce the world and me, he faid he was not that tame: 
lover we fancied him, he'd venture to give her the muiic 
to-night : Nay^ I heard him, before my face, fpeak 
C 4 . * 
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tt> 6ne of the hautboys to engage the reft, and dcfired 
they would all take their diredioos only from my Lad/ 
Gra*veairs* 

L. Bet, My Lady Graveain / Truly I think my Lord's 
very much in the right on't— for my part, Sir Charles f 
1 don't fee any thing in this that's fo very ridiculpus, 
nor indeed that ought to make me think either the better 
or worfe of him i<a' t. 

Sir Char, Pfhah V Plhah ! Madam, you and I knowf 
'lis not in his power to renounce you ; this is but the 
poor difgttife pf a refenting. paflion vainly ruffled to a 
ilorm, which the lead gentle look from you can recon. 
€ile at wiU» and laugh into a calm again. 

L. Bet, Indeed, Sir Charles^ 1 fhan't give myfclf that 
trouble, I believe. 

%\r Char, So 1 told him, madam : Are not all your 
complaints, faid J, already owiiig to her pride, and can 
you fuppofe this, public defiance of it (which you know 
you can't make good too) won't incenfe her more againU' 
you ?— That's what I'd have, faid he, ftaning: 
i^ildly, I care not what becomes of me, fo I but live to 
fee her piqued at it. 

L.^et. Upon my word, I fancy my Lord will find 

himfelf miflajLen 1 (han't be piqued, 1 believe 1 

muft firft have a value for the thing I lofe, before it 
piques me : piqued I Hal ha ! ha ! [Di/order^d, 

Sir CJjar, Madam, you've faid the very thing 1 urg'd 
to him ; I know her temper fo well, faid I, that tho*^ 
fhe doatcd on you, if you once flood out againfl her,, 
fhe'd fooner bur ft than fh.ew the leaft motion of unea- 
(inefs. 

L. Bet. I can alTure you. Sir Charles, my Lord won'ft 
find himfelf deceiv'd in your opinion Piqued ! 

Sir Char. She has it. . . [Jfide* 

L. Eajy^ Alas ! poor woman 1 how little do our paf- 
fions make us ? 

L. Bet. Not but I wou'd advife him to have a little 
regard to my reputation in this bufinefs : I wou'd have 
him take heed of publicly affronting me. 

Sir Char, Right, madam, that's what I ftri€lly warn'd; 
him of: for among frieqds, whenever the world' fees 
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' him follow another woman, the malicious tea-tables will 
be very apt to be free with your Ladyfliip. 

L. Bet. I'd have him coniider that, methinks. 

^vrCbar, But alat I madam, 'tis not in his power to 
think with reaibn, his mad refentment has deilroy'd 
ev'n his principles of common honefty : he coniiders 
nothing but a fenfelefs proud revenge, which in his fit 
of lunacy 'tis impofHble that either threats or danger can 
diiTuade him from. 

L- Bet. What ! does he defy me, threaten me ! then 
*he ihall fee, that I havepaflions too, and know, as well 
as be, to ftir my heart againft any pride that dares in- 
fult me. Does he fuppofe I fear him ? Fear the little 
malice of a flighted pa&on, that my own fcorn has Aung 
into a defpifed refentment ! Fear him ! O I it provokes 
me to think he dare havefuch a thought I 

L. Eajy* Dear creature, don't diforder yovfelf fo, 

L. Bet, Let me but live to fee him once more within 
my power, and I'll forgive the reft of fortune. 

L, Eajy. Well ! certainly. [ am very ill-natur'd ; for 
tho' I fee this news ' has difturb'd my friend, I canU 
help being pleas'd with any hope .of my Lady Gra*veairs 
being otherwife difpofed\)f. [Jfieii,] My dear, I am afraid 
you have provokM her a little too far. 

Sir Ci^ar. Oh ! not at all— You fhall fee«-*-Pll fweeten 
her, and (he'll cool.Iike^ a difh of tea. 

X. Bit. I may fee him with his complaining face 
again. 

Sir Cifar, I am forry, madam, you fo wrongly 
judge of what I've told you ; I was m hopes to have 
ilirr'dyour pity, not your anger: I little thought your 
generoiity wou'd puniih him for faults, which you 
yourfelf refolv'd he fhouid commit -Yonder he comes, 
and all the World with him : might 1 advife you, ma- 
dam, you ihou'd not refent the thing at all— »— I wou'd 
not fo much as Hay to fee him in his fault ; nay, l*d 
-be the laft that heard of it: nothing can fting him 
more,, or fo juftly punifli his folly, as your utter negleft 
^of it. 

L. Eaj^, Come^ dear creature, be perfuaded^ and go 
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: tome widime ; indeed it will (hew more indifferencey to 
avoid him. 

L, Bet^ No, madam, I'll oblige his vanity for once,. 

and ftay to let him fee how ftiangely he has piqued me. 

Bir C^«r. [Jjuie.] O not at all to fpeakof j you had 

« as goixi part with a little of th»t pride of youtis, ot I thall 

yet make it a 'vtry tnmbieibane companion to yon. 

IGoes/roM' ibim^ tmd whi/f^ers L^dfA&pelovt, 

Enter Lord Foppington ; a little after. Lord Morelove, 
Lady Graveairs, am( other Ladies. 

L. Fop* Ladies, your fervant.— 'O ! wc have want* 
f d you beyond iieparatioD— ~^foch diverfion ! 

L. Bet, Well \ my Lord \ have you feen my Lord 
Morelove?* 

Ih Fop, Saett him !-*^ha ! ha f ha !-^— ^0» I have 
fuch things to tell you^ madam— *you*ll die— — 

L. Met, O pray let's bear 'em, 1 was never in a better 
humour to receive them. 

L, Fop. Hark yoo. [They tMbi/fer.. 

L. M^r. So, ihe's eagag*d already. [7i» 5/> Charles. 

Sir Char. So much the better; make butajuOad- 
Yairtage <^f my fuccefs, and ihe's undone. 

J;;^2:- }Ha!l.a!ha! 

Sir Char. You fee already what ridiculous pains (he's 
Iftking to dir your jealoufy, and cover \iti own. 

Y^'f' \ Ha! ha! ha l' 

L. Bet. S ^ 

L. Mor. O never fear me ; for, upon my word, it 
now appears rtdiculoHs even to me. 

Sir Char. And hark you— [Wbi/pers L. Mof . 

L« Be^ And.fo the widow was as full of airs as his 
Lord^p ? 

Sir Char. Only obferve that, and 'tis impoffiWe yo\i 
can fail. {^J^de^ 

L. Mcr. Dear Charles, ^ouhave convinc'd me, and L 
shade yon. 

L. Grav. My Lord Morelc*ue I What, do you leave.us ^ 
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jutt 

L.,Gra*v. Nay, nay,. n» cxcufcs^ my Lord; fo you^ 
ivill but let u^ hAve you again. 

Sir Ci^or. [-4^</^ /« ^. Grav.J, I fee you have good« 
Jiujnpar, madAm, w^en you like your company. 

L. Grm^» And you^. I lee, for all your migb^ thirft of 
dominion, cou'd iloop to be obedient, if one thought it 
Avoi th one's while to\ make you fo. 

Sir Chof^. Ha I Power would make her an admisahle- 
^rant. \^Afsde* 

L^ Eafy^ [pB/er^ing Sir Charles and L. Graveairs.] 
So ! there's another couple have quarrell'd too, I find-**— 
Tbofe airs to my Lord More love, look as if defign'd tb^ 
recover Sir Charks into jealoufy : I'll endeavour to jflobi 
the ctmpflny, and itjnay be, that will let- me into tho 
ifecfel. ^Afidi^l My Lord Foppingten^ I vow this is vety 
uncomplaHant, to engrofs fo agreeable a part of tAis 
company toyourfelf, 

S^ Qbeir. Nay, my Lord, this is not fair indeed, to 
enter into fecrecs among friends ! . ■».. « Ladies» what itty 
you ! I think we ought to declare againft it. 

Ladies,. O ! no fecrets^. no fecreis. 

L. Bsh Well, Ladies, 1 ought only toaikyour pair- 
den : my Lord's excufable, for I would. haul Mm ixrt^ja. 
corfier. 

h.Fep. I ftveat 'tis vesry hard, ho ! I oKqrve X^o peo- 
ple of extreme condkioa» cat no ibooer grow particular,, 
but the multitude of both fcxcs are Immt^tciy up,, and. 
think their propertacs invaded ' > 

L. Bet, Odious multitude i^ ' >■ - 
. Lv Fop. Perifh tfc CcmaiUe. 

L. Gra'v. G, my Lo»d» wo womea.have all realbn to 
be jealous of XoAy B&uy Mcd^^ power. , . 

L M<ff» [Ta Lady Be«y.] As the men, madaau, all 
.have of my Lord Ftfpingtcn ; bcfide, favourites of great 
merit difcourage thofe of an inferior clafs for their 
Prince's fervice : he has ahready loflf yon one of your 
letioue, madam. 

L*, Bit. Not 4t aD,, my Lord,, hei has oaly made zooin 
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ibr anotker : one maft fometimes make vacancies,* or 
there could be no preferments. 

L. Eafy. Ha ! ha ! Ladies favours, my Lord, like 
places at courts are not always held for life, yoH 
Isnow. 

L. Beu No, indeed ! if they were, the poor fine wo- 
men wou'd be always us'd like their wives, and no more 
minded than the bufinefs of the nation. 

L. Eajy. Have a care^ madam, an undeferving fa- 
vourite has been the ruin of many a prince's empire. 

L. Fop, Ha ! ha ! Upon my foul. Lady Betty , we 
muft grow more difcrcet ; for pofitively, if we go on at 
this rate, we fhall have the world throw you under the 
fcandal of conftancy ; and I fhall have all the f words of 
condition at my throat for a monopolift. 

L. Mor, O ! there's no great fear of that, my Lord ; 
tho* the men of fenfe give it over, thert will be always 
feme idle fellows vain enou|h to believe their merit may 
fucceed as well as your Lordfhip's. 

L. Bet, Or if they ihou'd not^ my Lord, cad- lovers, 
you know, need not fear being long out of»employment, 
while there are fo many well-diipofed people in th^ 

Y^orld There are generally negleded wives, .ftale 

•maids, or charitable widows always ready to relieve the 
vneceifities of a difappointed paflion—— and, by. the way^ 
hark you. Sir Charles, 

L. Mor, [Jfide.'] So ! fhe's ftir'd, I fee ; for all her 
puns to hide it (he would hardly have glanc'd an 

affront at a woman flie was not piqued at. 

L. Gra*v, [JfideJ] That wit was thrown at me, I 
fuppofe; but ril return- it. 

L. Bet, [Sc/tlf to Sir Charles.] Pray how came you 
. til this while to tmft your miftrefs fo eafily ? 

6ir Cifar. One is not fo apt, madam, to be alarm'd 
at the liberties of an old acquaintance, as perhaps your 
Ladyfhip ought to be at the refentment of an hard-us'd, 
honourable lover. 

L. Bet. Suppofe I were alarm'd, how does that make 
you eafy ? 

SirC-^/ir. Come, come, be .wife at lad; my trulling 
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them together,, may caiily convince you, that (as I told 
yoa before) I know his addrefles to her are only out- 
ward, and 'twill be your fault now, if you let him gO 
on 'till the world thinks him in earneft ; and a thoufand 
bufy tongues are Jet upon, malicious enquiries intoy^-uf 
reputation. 

L. Bet. Why, Sir Charles , do you fuppofe, while he 
behaves himfelf. as he does, that I won't convince him 
of my indifference ? 

Sir Char. But hear me, madam* 

L, Gra'v, [Jfi^fe,] The air of that whifper looks as if 
the lady had a mind to be making her peace again; 
and 'tis poffiblehis woxfhip's being fa bufy in the mat-* 
ter too, may proceed as much from hisjealoiify of my 
ZiOrd with me, as friendfhip with her, at lead I fancy 
fo;, therefore I'm refolv'd to keep her ftill piqued and 
prevent it, thq' it be only to gall him*— —Sir Charles^ 
that is not fair to take a privilege you juti now dedar'd 
againll my Lord Fop^ingtcn. 

L. Mor, Well obfery'd, . madam* . . 

L. Gra'v. Befide, it looks fo affefted to wiiiper, "when 
•every body gueffes the' fdcret. 

L.Mcr. Hal haliial . 

L. Bet, O ! Madam, your pardon in particular : but 
'tis polEble you m;Ly be miftaten : the fecrets of people 
diat have any regard to their adions, are not io foon 
guefs'd, as theirs that have made a confident of the 
whole town. 

L.Fof. Ha! ha! ha! ' 

L. Gra'v. A coquette in her affeftcd airs of difdain 
to a revolted lover, Tm afraid, mud exceed your Lady- 
fhip in prudence, not to let the world fee at the fame 
time/ (he'd give her eyes to make her peace with him ; 
Ha! ha I 

l..Mor. Ha! ha ! ha ! . 

L. Bet, 'Twould be a mortification indeed, if it 
were in tlie power; of a fading widow's charms to 
jflrevent it ; and tile man-inuft be miferably reduc'd fure, 
that cou'd bear to live buried in woolen, or take up 
with the motherly ' cx)mforts of a fwan-ikin pet coat* 
Ha! haJ 
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h.Fop. Ha! ha! ha! . 

L. Grai/^ Widows, it feeflis, are not fo fq,Maini)(L X» 
riieir interefty they know their cmrn xnindt, ani take the- 
man they like, tho^ it kajcmehs to be oite, thatxfie* 
ward, vain girl has difohI%;'a,.aiid is piaxsg to be ftiendt 
with. 

hm MoTy Nay, tho' it happens to be one, thatconfeiTes 
he once was fond of a piece of fblly, arid afCQ%?ardb 
afham'd on't. 

L. Bet, Nay, my Lord^ tiiere^s no fbnding againft 
. two of you, 

L. Fop. No, faith, that's odds at tennis, my Lord r 
not but if your Ladyship pleads, Til endeavoor to keep 
your back-hand a Iktle : tho' u|>on my foul yoff maf 
iafely fet me up at the line : lor, knock me dbwia^ 
if ever I faw a re(t of wit better play'd, than that 

lafl, in my Ufii What fay you, madam» ftatt. 

we engage i 

L. Bet, As you pleafe, my Lord» 

L. Fop, Ha I ha i ha ! Alions / tout tk ion, joMt,. 
in lar, 

L. Mof. O pardon me, itr^ I ihall never think myfelf 
in any thing a match for the lady. 

L. Fop, To yoii, ntadamt* 
• L. Bet, That's much* my Lord, when the worid 
know.s you have been ie many years ceazing me to pla}r 
the fbol.with you. 

L. Fop. Ah ! bienjoue. Ha! ha ! ha ! 

L. Mor, At that game, I confeis yuor Ladyfiiip has 
chofen a much properer prirfon to improve your hand 
with. 

L. Fop. To me, madam My Lord,. I prefunie 

ivhoever the lady thinks fit to play the fool with, will 
at leail be able to give as much envy as the wife perfon 
that had not wit enough to keep, well with her whea he 
was fo. 

. L. Gram, O ! my Lt)rdl Both parties nuift needs be 
greatly happy ; for I dave ferear, neither will have any 
rivals to didurb 'em. 
. UUor. Hal ha! 
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L. B€t. None th%t wU^ 4iftiirb 'bi% I 4«rf fwdar*.- • 
L. /-«/. Ha ! ha 1 ha ! 

l,.GraiK f Ha J ha 1 he! 

L. jBiT/. 3 ^ ; ' 

Sir Char, 1 don't kaow^ g«ntle.fol1?s— but you afe all 
in extreme good- humour » mechinks, 1 bopd there's nott« 
•f it affbaed. 

L. Eiijy. 1 ihou'd be- loth to anfwef for any b«t jhy 
'Loxdi FoppiagtoH, \^Jfiiie. 

. L. £<7^ Mine U not, TJlfWear. .. 

L« ilitfr.. Npr mhie, I'm fiire. ; < . 

L. Gra*v. Mine's itncere, d,epend apOR*t. 

Ji0. Fopt Aa^imay the etornal frowns- of th^ whole 
fex doubly demme, if mine is not. . ^ 

. L. .^4^. Weli> good people, I am mighty gJad to 
hear it. You have ail performed extremely well i but 
if you pleafe^ .y6tt ihall ev'n give over your wit now, 
Whiieit ia well. . ; . 

L. Bet: [To her/el/.'] Now I fee his humour, I'll Han^ 
it out, if I were fure to die fo?'t. . • . 

Sir Char. You ihou^dr.jaot'have proceeded fb &r.vfith 
my Lor4 Fsffftf^m^ «iftef'>vbat l.hsld told yon. . * 

L. Sit, Pray; Sir Cbathp^ give me leave to under* 
ftan4 ftryieif a little.' ,. 

\. Su^C(^.: Youj? pu-^on^ madam ; I thought a right 
nnderilanding wou'dhlve beefi- ibr both your iaOeretis^ 
^ftftd reputa^ioi). 

L. Bet, For his, perhaps. 

Sir Char. Nay then, inadarn, 'tis time for me to take 
care of my friend* • 

L,,Bet, I never ia the leaft doabted yoar.friendlhip 
.to^ him im any thiAg that w.as to fhew yourfelf my ^ene- 
»y. . : 

^ir Char. Since I fee/ madam, you have fo utigmlw- 
fttl a Araiib .of niy hos^Mprtk^ii merit, and my iecvice, 
I Ihall never be afliam'd of uiing my power henceforth 
*fi^kecp htm- entirely ouit of your Ladvlhip's. ' • » 

L. Bit* Was ever any thing fo infoient ! I cooid ^aA. 
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in my heart te run the hazard of a downright comjfH- 
ance, if it were only to convince him, that my power^ 
perhaps, is not inferior to his, [To htrftlfm 

L. Eafy, My Lord Foppington, I think you generally 
lead the company upon thefc occafions. Pray, will you 
think of fome prettier fort of diverfion for us> than par- 
tics and whifpers ? - 

L, Fop. What fay you, Ladies, fhall we ftep and fee 
what's done at the fiaffet'tabhe ? ' 

L. Bet, With all my heart ; Lady Eafy* 

L. Eajy. I think 'tis the belt thing we can do, and be- 
caufe we won't part to-nigh f, you fhall all fup ^;^4iere 
you din'd— What fay you, my Lord ? 

Ij. Mor* Your Ladyihip may be fure of me, madami 

L. Fop. Ay ! ay ! we'M all come. 

L. Ea^. Then -pray let's change parties a little. My 
Lord Foppington^ you (hall fquire me. 
. L.Fef. O. !. you do 1X1.6 honour,' madam« 

L,Bit. My L<ird Morgiove^ pray let* me fpeak witlt 
you. 

L. Mcr, Me, madam ? ' - 

^ li. JSr/.v If you plcafc, my Lord, 

L. Mor. Ha I That look (hot through me \ what oan 
this mean ? i-^^^* 

L. Bit. This it wo proper place to tell you what it it, 
but there is one thing I'd fam be truly anfwcr'd in : I 
iupipoie you'll be at my Lady E^*b by and bye^ and if 
you'll give mjc leave tJicre———- 

L. Mor, If you pleafe to do me thathonour^ madam> 
I fhall certainly be there, 

L. Bet. That's all, my Lord. 

L. Mor, Is not your Ladyihip for walking? 

L. Bet. If your Lordfhip dares venture with me. 

h. Mor. Ol ^madam ! {Taking her Hand.'] How my 
heart dances, what heav'nly mufic's in her voice, 
^hen fofc'ned into kindneis; ' [Afide. 

L. Bet. Ha! his hand trembles— -Sir (C/&A>'/f/ may be 
jniftaken. 

L. Fop. My Lady Gr<weairif you won't let Sir Cliarhi 
4cay6 us / . . * ' • 
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JLr Grav. N©^ my Lotdi we'll fijUow .yoa-^ftsQr * 
little. [T'tf.Sp- Chart 

Sir C;&4r« I thought your Ladyihip dcfiga'dto follow 
''em; ■ "* 

L. Gr^i;. Perhaps I'd fpeak with joiu 

Sir Qbar, But« madam, coniider, we fhall certftialy 
he obferv'd. - 

t L. Grav. Lord, Sir ! If ypu t}unk it fuch a favour. 

Six Char. Is (he gcme, let her gp, 55fc« , ... l 

iExitJinging. 
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ACT V. S C E N E: I. 
1'he SCENE continues. 

Enter Sir CharJes and Lord Morelove. 

Sir Char.f^OM'E. a little this way — > — my Lady 
. V^ Gra'veairs had an eye upon me as I Hole 
off, and I'm apprehenlive will make ufe of any opportor 
miy to talk with me. 

L, Mor, O 1 we are pretty fafe here wgll 2 you 

were fpeaking of Lady Betty. 

Sir Char, Ay, my Lord— I fay, notwithllanding all 
this fwdden change of her behaviour, I wou'd not hav^ 
you yet be too fecure of her : for, between you and I, 
fince I told you, I have profefs'd myfelf ah open ene- 
my to her power with you, 'tis not impoffible but this 
new air of good-humOur may Very much proceed from a 
little woman's pride, of convincing me you are not yet 
out of her power, 

L. Mor. Not unlikely : but ftill can we make no ad; 
vantage of it ? 
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• Sir CAa/'- ThsLe% wktt I \^e b^enithinkiag^f— 7 
te«dc yon— Death ! my Lady Qravtairs / 

L.Mdr. Ha I'She willhav«4^dia»«e» I •find. 

Sir Char. There's no avoiding her*— the truth is, I 
4aye ow*d her a little g«0od- nature a great while— I fee 
l^m ift b«c one way or getting rid ef ^er — ^I maft ev*^ 
•appoint her a day of payment at laft. If you*IF ftep into 
my Iddgings, my herdy Pll jiid give her^mi anfwer, juid 
be t)Vfith^yoMjn a moment. 

L. Mr. Very well, I'll ftay dfere fbi* yoir. 

[SxU L. MorcloTC. 

. Enter L< Cravfiairs on the other fide* 

L, Granf. Sir Charles ! 

Sir Char. Come, come, no more of theie repcpach- 
fill look! ; you'n find, madam, \ have dc&rv'^ better 

of you than your jealoufy imagines Is it a fault to 

be tender of your reputation ? ■ Fy, fy— — This 
may be a prcipcf time to talk', and of mj contriving too 
—You fee I juft now fhook off my Lord MorehUe oa 
purpofe. 

L. Grav, May I believe you ? 
. Sir Char, Still doubting my fidelity, and midaking 
my difcretion for want of good-nature, 

L. Grav. Don't think me troublefome— for I confefs 
■*tis death to think of parting with you ; fince the^ world 
fees, for you I have negle6^ed friends and reputation ; 
have ffood the little infults of difdainful prudes, that en- 
vy'd me perhaps your friendfhip % have borne the freez- 
"ing looks of near and general acquaintaoce— Since 
this is To— don't let 'em ridicule me too, and fay my 
foolilh vanity undid me ; don*t let *em point at me as a 
call miftrefs. 

Sir Char. You wrong mc to fuppofe the thought : 
youll have better of mc when we meet : when fliall you 
be at Icifure ? 

L. Gra*u. I confcfa, I would fee you once again 5 if 
what I have more to fay prove in effectual, perhaps it 
may convince me then, 'tis my intereH to part with 
you— ——Can you come to-night f 1 
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Sir Char. You know we have company, and Pm afraid 

they'll ftay too hiate ^^Can't it be before fupper— -» 

What'a o'clock now ? 

L. Grav. lt*s almoft fi^. 

Sir Cifar. At feven then be fare of me ; 'till when I'd 
have you go back to the ladies to avoid fufpicion, and 
jAout that tirfie have tKe vapours. 

h.Grav. May I depend upon you ? [ExtU 

Sir Char. Depend on every thing— -A very trouble- 
some buiinefs thk fend me once fairly rid on't ■■ ■■■ 

if ever I'm caught in an honourable aiFair again 1* ■ ■ 
A debt now that a Titile ready civilitv, and away, wou'd 
iatisfy, a man might bear with ; but to have a rent 
■charge upon one's good-nature, with 'an unconfcionable 
long fcroll of arrears too, that would eat oiit the profits of 
the beft e&ate in Chiifteiidoln-»-ah^^intolerable I Wiell, 
I'll ev'n to my Lord, and fhake off the thoughts on't, 

\Exii. 

Enter Lady Betty and Lady Eaty. 

L* Set. I obferve, my dear, you have uAially this great 
fortune. ^ play, it were enoagh to make one fufped 
your gooa luck with an hulband, 

L. Ea/y. Truly I don't complain of my fortune either 
way. 

L. Bet. Pr'ythee tell me, you are often advifing me 
to it ; are there thofe real comfortable advantages in 
anarriage, that our old aunts and grandmothers would 
perfuade us of ? 

L. Eajjf. Upon my word, if I had the woril kuiband 
in the world, 1 ihould ftill think fo. 

L. Bet. Ay j but then the hazard of not having a good 
one, my dear. 

L. Eajy. You may have a good one, I dare fay, if you 
don'^t give yourfelf airs till youipoil him. 

L. Bet. Can there be the fame dear, fuU delij^t.in 
giving cafe, aspain? O! mydcap, the thought otpart- 
ang with one's power is infupportable. 

L. Eajy. And the keeping it, till it dwindles into no 
power at all^ is mofl ruefully foolilh» 
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L. Bet. But flill to marry before one's heartily iiv 
love 



L. Eafy. Is not half fo formidable a calamity- 



but if I have any eyes, my dear, you'll run no great ha- 
zard of that in venturing on my Lord Jlii^r^W^— ,— * 
You don't know, perhaps, that within this half hour 
the tone of your voice is ilrangely foften'd to him, ha I 
ha! ha! ^ ^ 

L. Bet, My dear, you are pofitively, one or other^ 
the moll cenforious creature in the world— —and fo I fee 
• it's in vain to talk with you Pray, will you go 

back to the company ? 

L. Eafy. Ah I Poor Lady Betty! [Exeunt^ 

, The SCENE changes to Sir Charles'^ Lodgings. 

Enter Sir Charles and Lord Morelove. 

L. Mor. Charles ! you have tranfported m? ! you have 
made my part in the Icene fo very eafy too, 'tis impof- 
fible I (hall fail in it. 

Sir Char. That's what I confidered ; for now the more 
^ou throw yourfelf into her power, the more I fhall be 
able to throw her into yours. 

L. Mor, After all (begging the ladies pardon) your 
fine women, like bullies, are onlyftout when they know 
their men : a man of an honeft courage may fright 'cm 
into any thing ! Well, I am fully inflru&ed, and will 
about it inftantly Won't you go along with me ? 

Sir Char. That may not be fo proper ;— ^befides, I 
have a little bufinefs upon my hands. 

L. Mcr. O! your fervant. Sir— — Good-by to you 
you (han't flir. 

Sir Char. My Lord, your fervant [Exit L. Mor. 

So I now to difpofe of myfelf, 'till 'tis time to think of 

my Jjady Gra<veairs Umph ! I have no great maw 

to that bufmefs, methinks. 1 don't find myfelf in hu» 
mour enoBgh to come up to the civil things, that are 
ufually expeftcjd in the making up of an old quarrel— 

4 
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fEdging croffa the Stage,] There goes a warmer tempta- 
tion by half: 1 Ha ! into my wife's bed-chamber too 
—I queftion if the j(ide has any great buiinefs there ; 
I have a fancy (he has only a mind to be taking the 
opportuHity of nobody's being at home^ to make her 
peace with me. Let me fee ay, 1 ftiali have 

time enough to 20 to her Ladyihip afterwards — Befides, 

i want a little ileep, 1 find Your young fopi may 

talk of their women of quality but to me now, there's 
a llrange agreeable convenience in a creature one isjiot 
oblig'd to wy much to upon thefe occalions. [Goings 

Enter Edging, 

Edg. Did you call me, fir ? 

^xxChar. Ha! ail's right ■ [^<f.] Yes, 

madam^ I did call you.- \SUs tlonvn* 

Edg. What wou'd you pleafe to have, fir ? 

Sir CJyar. Have ! why, I wou'd have you grow a good 
girl, and know when you are well us'd, huf]^. 

Edg, Sir, I don't complain of any thing, not L 

Sir Char. Well, don't be aneafy 1 am not angry 

with you now Come and kifs me. 

Edg. Lard, fir! 

Sir Char, Don't be a fool now— come hither. 

Edg. Pihaw ■ \Goes to him. 

Sir Char, No wry face— fo fit dowi-. I won't 

have you look grave neither ; let me fee you fmile, you 
jade you* 

Edg^ Ha ! ha ! \Laughs and hlujhes. 

Sir Char. Ah, you melting rogue ! 

Edg. Come, don't you be at your tricks now— Lard I 
can't you fit ftill and talk with one \ 1 am fure there's 
ten times more love in that, and fifty times the fatisfac- 
tion, people may fay what they will; 

Sir Char. Well 1 no\V you're good, you fliall have 

' your own way 1 am going to lie down in the next 

room; and, fince you love a little chat, come and 
throw my night-gown over me, and you (hall talk me to 
fleep. {Exit Sir Charles. 

Vol. 11. D 
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Si^i^ Yesy Sir— »ibr all hh way, I iee he likes tti'e 
^^ S C E N E ^*tf;y^j to #*^Tcnrafs, 



£ff/rr, L«<^ Bettj^ Lady Eafy, ^mi/ lor ^ Mordove. 

L» iifipr. Nay, mad am « there you are too fevere upoit 
him ; for bateing now and then a little vanity, my Lord 
Foppington does not want wit fometimes to make him a 
tolerable woman's man. 
, L. Bet, But fuch eternal vanity grows tirefome. 

L.« EaJ^, C^e, if he were not lo loofe in his moralt, 
vanit^ methinks mieht be eafily excus'd, confidering 
iiow much' 'tis in faAion : for pray obferve, what's hatf 
the converfation of moft of (he nne young people about 
town, but a perpetual aiFedtation of appearing fbremoft 
in the knowledge of manners, new modes, and fcan- 
dal ? and in that I don't fee any body comes up to 
him. 

L. Mor, Nor I indeed — and here he conves— — Pray, 
madam, let's have a little more of him ; nobody ihews 
him to more advantage than your Ladyfliip. 

L. Bet. Nay, with aU my heart ; you'll fecond me» 
my Lord. 

L. Mor. Upon occafion, madam— 

L. Eafy, Engaging upon parties, my Lord ? 

\^AJidet andfmilittg to L. Mor, 

Enter Lord toppington. 

L. Fop. So, Ladies ! what's the aiFair now ? 

L. M€t. Why, you were, my Lord ; I was allowing you 
a great many good qualities, but Lady Eajy fays you are 
a perfe£k hypocrite : and that whatever airs you give 
yourfelf to the women, fhe's confident you value no W9* 
man in the world e^oal co your own lady. 
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; hi'Mhp^ Ytm fse, mwiBm., ham I aii fbiudaliz'd upon 
yout ^ottftt^ Bitt 'tis Ikatuml fi»r m pru^e to t)e mali-* 
cbosy vb€B & maaendfiavoury to be wdi wlch any body: 
but herfelf 5 did you ncvct obferve Ike waspiquM at thair 
hdani Haf ka! 

L. Bet^ I'll f\«ear jroa arc a prov<Aing creature, 

L. Fif. Let's be more familiar upea't^ and giv« her 
diforderl Hai bal 

UBi^ Ha! ha! hal 

L* Fof, Stap ray breath, but Lady Ea/y is an adntira^ 
ble difcoverer-F— Marriage is indeed a prodigious fecu* 
rity of one's inclination : a man's likely to take a world 
of pains in an employment^ where he can't be turn'd 
out for iiis idleneis. 

L. Bet. I vow, my Lord, that's valliy generous to all 
the fine women ; you are for giving them a defpotic 
Mwer ui loW) 1 fee^ to reward aiid puniih as they thini^ 

h.F^. Ha! ha! Right, madam, what fignifies beau«^ 
ty without power ? And a fine woman when (he's mar* 
ried makes as ridiculous a figure, as a beaten general 
Aarching out of a garrifon, 

L. E^. I'm afraid. Lady Bmy, the greateft danger 
in your ufe 6f power, would be from . too heedlefs a li'* 
berality \ yon woiild more mind the man than his merit* ^ 

L. Ftf* Pig[ued again, by all that*s fretful— —Well, 
certainly to give envy is a pleafnre inexpreflible. 

[fiZa^ Betty, 

L. 5^/. Ha! ha! 

L. Eajj. Does not ihe ihew him well, my Lord ? 

[Jfi^ to L, Mor» 

L. Mor. Berfedly, and me to myfelf-— >for now L al« 
taxA blulh to think 1 ever was uneafy at hifl|. 

[To Lady Eafy. 

L. Fop. Lady Eafy^ I aik tea thouiand pardons, I'm 
afraid I am rude all this while* 

L. Ea/y. O not at all, my Lord ! You are always good 
company when you plcafe : not but in fome things, in- 
deed, you are aj)t to be like other fine gentlemen, a 
little too loofe in your principles^ 
D 2 
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L. Fop. 0» madiam» never to cheofi^pnoe of the Udiei ; 
1 agree in any commonitx with them : no.body it i 
more conftaot churchman, when the fine women are 
there. 

L. Eaj^, O fy, my Lord! you ought not to go for 
'.their fakes at all And I wod(ier> you that are for being 
iiich a good hulband of your virtues, are not afraid of 
bringing your prudence into a lampoon or a play. 

L. jRtf. Lampoons and plays, madam, are only things 
to be laugh'd^at. 

L. Mor. Plays now, indeed, one need not be (b much 
afraid of; for ii nee the late fhort-fighced view of 'em, 
vice may go on and profper; the ftage dares hardly 
jQiew a vicious perfon fpeaking like himfelf, for fear of 
teing caird prophane for expofing him. 
: L. Eajy, ' Tis hard, indeed, when, people won't diftin* 
guiOi between what's meant f'or contempt, and what for 
example. 

L. Fop. Od fo ! Ladies, the Court's coming home, I 
fee ; ihall we not make our bows i 

L. Bet. O ! by nil means. 

L. Eajy. Lady Betty, I mud leave you : for I'm oblig*d 
to WTite letters, and 1 know you won't give me time af- 
ter fupper. 

L. Bet. Well, my dear, I'll make a fhort vifit and be 
with you. [Exit Ladj Eafy. 

Pray what's become of my Lady Graveairs ? 

L. Mor. Oh, I believe (he's gone home, madam ; (he 
feem'd not to be very well. 

L. Fop, And where's Sir Charles^ my Lord ? 

L. Mor. f left him at his own lodgings. 
JL. Bet, He's upon fome ramble, I'm afraid. 

L. Fop. Nay, as for that matter, a man may ramble 
at' home fbmedmes-^But here come the chaifes ; we muft 
make a little more hafle, •madam. \ExeunU 
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Tb€ SCENE changes to Sir Ch^vlci's^ Lodgings.- 

Eater Ladj Eafy^ and a Servant:- 

L. EaJ^. Is-jfour mafter come home h 

tir*v. Yes, madam. 

L. ^aj^. Where is he f 

Xrrv. H)elieve, madam, he's lai3 'down to fTcep. . 

L. Eajy. Where's Edging ? Eid^Ifen get me'fome wax 
and paper— ^ flay, 'tis no matter, now 1 ihink on it— 
there's fome abcne upon my toiletT [Exeunt feweraiy. 

the S-G-EN E opens and difccvers Sir Charles 
without bis Periwigs tf;^^ Edging by bim^ both 
cfieep in ftwea^ Chairs. 

7Si9 inter lady ^z(y^ njuho ftartt^ awd Urmhl^^/Qmttim 
' Ktiayitt^/pkak^ 



■ { 



L.Eaj^,mi 
l^rote^i ine, virtue, patience, reafon I 
Teach me to bear this kilKng fight, or let 
Me think my dreaming fenfes are deceiv'd ! 
For Aire a fight like this, might raife the arm 
Of Duty, ev'n ro the breaft of Love ! At lead 
I'll throw this vizor of my patience off: 
Now wake him in his guilt, 
And barefac'd front him with my wrongs* 
I'll talk to him till he biaihes, nay till he— — 
Frowns on me, perhaps— —and then 

Vm loft again The eafe of a few tears 

Is all that's left to me 

And duty too forbids me to infult. 
When I have vow'd obedience-— — Perhaps 
The fault's in me, and Nature has notform'd 
Me wirii the thoufand little requifiie* 
That warm the heart to love— - 
r)3 
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Somewhere there is a fairlt ■ ■■ 

But Heav'n beft knows What both^fss deferve : 

Ha I Bare headed, and in fo found a fleep ! 

Who knows, while thus expos'd toth' unwholefome air. 

But Heav'n offended may overtake his crime, 

i^nd> in fome languiihing dille2aj>er> leave him 

A fevere example of its violated laws 

Forbid it mercy \ and forbid it love ! • 

This may prevent it* 

[Takif a &teiniirk of her n^i, amJl^s it 

gently on his head. 

And if he Ihou/d wake offended at my too bu(y care, kt 

my heart- breaking patieiKe, duty,* and my fond afiec- 

tioa plead my pardon. \Exiu 

\Aft<r Jhe has heen ^uf ftmi tim^ 4s.beB rnigi i 

BJg. Oh ! 

S'lrChar. Hcgv now ? Whlinf Ae hi^ttet '? ' ' -' 

Edg, O ! blei^ my foul, my Lady's come home. 

-^irOb^a:. Qo^^ithlm; ^ .\ (jW/w«^. 

Edg. O lud ! my heai^^s *ui >ibch a condition too. 
[Runs to the G/a/s.1 I am coming, madam—— O lud I 
here's no Powder neither Here, miiaii. " [Mxif. 

Sir Char. HoVlir ootvf l^vdif^ tit ^Uinkk^ iMUViHrj 
Head.] Wliaei tbisf How £aaie it ine^ [Putismhis 

JVig*'] Did not I ^ my wjrfe wear this to- day i 

Death ! fke<xin^>t have been here, fure— -^lt<couid not 'fee 
jealoufy that brought her hone^^— -for my coming wlia 
accidental i nu fe too, I fear, might hier'>g» - ■ ■ > ■■ 
How carelefs have I been ?*^-— not lo fecore the door 
neither— —f—'Twas foolilh*-*— It muft be fo I She 
certainly has fcen me here ileepixig iwith her woman : «— 
If fo, how low an hypoe-rite \o her muft that fight have 

proved me ? 1 he diought has irtade vie defpica-^ 

Me ev'n to myfelf How iRe«n a vice' is lyiag ? aad 

how often have thefe empty pleafures lull^j my honour 
and my confciehoe to a liihargy,''-— awhile 1 grofely 
have abus'd her? poorly .flculktng behind a thoafand 
falfhoods? Now i refledl, this has not heen the firft 'of 
her difcoveries— — How <:oAtcn4>tibde a 4tgare mull 
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T fcare maik to kcr ? ' A crowd of recoile^cd cit- 

eomftanMs constat me now, (ke has been long acquaint* 
ed with ray fdlies, and yet with what amazing pra« 
lleaoe 4ias -fiie borne the fecvet pangs-of ii\jur'd lovti, and 
wore an cvcrlafting fmile to me ? This zfks a little 
thinking— -loflnething (hotfld be done*-**rU lee her 
inftantly, andbc refolv'dfromkerl)chavio«r. [ExM* 

^be S C EN E changes to another Room. 
Entir Lady Eafy and Edging. 

L. Eafy. Where have yoa been. Edging? 

Ed^, Been, madam ! I^I-^I^I came a$ foon as I 
heard yon ring, madam. 

h. Eafy. How guilt confounds her! But (he's below 

»y iiiought-"-*— l^tck my iail new fcarf hiiher 1 

have a mmd to alter it a little-— —make haiie, 

Edg. Yes, madam.— I fee (he does not fufped any 
thing, 

L, Ea/y. Heigh-ho \ [Sitting donvn.l I had forgot>^— ^- 
but I am ttofit for writing now— — *l\vas an hai-d con- 
'flift—— yet 'tis a joy to think it over t a fecret pride, 

«o tell my heart my condudl has boen juft. Heir 

low al-e vicious minds that ofFtr injuries; how much 
fuperior innocence that bears *em« ■ ■ ■ Still there's 
a pleaCure ev'n in the melancholy oi a q«iet coofcience, 
^ ■ ■ Away my fears, it is not yet impoiSble-^— for 
while his human nature is not* •quite (hook ofi^ I oug^ 
not to defpair. 

Et-mUr Edging with a Scarf, 

Edg. Here's the fcarf, madam. 

L. Eajy. So, fit down th.re and, let me lee«— — 

here-*— rip off all that filver. 

Edg. Indeed, 1 alw ays thought it wpuld become yow 
Lady^ip better with ut it — Bui now fuppofe, madam, 
yon carried another row of gold lound the fcollops> 
D 4 
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and then you take and lay this iilver plain all along the 
gathers, and your Ladyihip will perfeAly fee, it will 
give the thing ten thoufand times another air. 

L. Ea/y* Pr'ythee don't be impertinent^ do at I bid[ 
you. 

EJg. Nay, madam, with all my heart, yo»r Lady- 
ihip may do as you pleafe. 

L. Eajy. This creature grows fo confident, and I dare 
not part with her^ led he ihould think it jealoufy. 

Etttir Sir Charles. 

Sir CJbar, So, my dear ! What^ at work f how are 

you employ M, pray ? 

L. Ea/y. I was thinking to alter this fcarf, here. 

Sir C/far. What's amifs ? Methinks 'tis very pretty. 

Eiig, Yes, ^r, 'tis pretty enough for tha: matter, but 
my Lady has a mind it ihould be proper too. 

bir Ciar. Indeed I 

L. £a^. I fancy plain gold and black would become 
me better. 

Sir Ci^ar. That's a grave thought, my dear. 

Ei^g, O dear fir, not at all, my Lady's much in the 
right ; I am fure, as it is, 'tis fit for nothing but a girl. 

Sir Char. Leave the room. 

E^g. Lard, Sir! I can't ilir— I muft ftay to— - 
. Sir Char. Go l^'^S^'^iy'. 

Eilg^ [7bro<wing doiun the. ^uuork haftily^ and crying^ 
aftdeJ\ if ever 1 fpeak to him again, I'll be burn'd. 

\Exit Edging, 

Sir Char. Sit ilill, my dear,— I came to talk with 
you — and, which y^u may well wonder at, what I have 
to fay is of importance too, but it is in order to my 
hereafter always talking to you. 

L. Eafy. Your word^ were never difobliging, nor can 
1 charge you with a look that ever had the appearance 
ef unkind. 

Sir Char. The perpetual fpringofyour good-humour, 
cts me draw no merit from what 1 have appeared to be« 
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• whicH makes me carious now to know y6ur tkonghts of 
what I really am : and having never aflc'd you this be- 
fore, it puzzles me ; nor can I (my fh-ange negligence 
condderM) reconcile to reafon your &r^ thoughts of 
venturing upon marriage with me. 

L. Ea^. I never thought it fuch a hazard. 

Sir CJbdr, How cou'd a woman of your reflraint in 

principles, fedatenefs^ fenfe, and tender difpoiltion, 

propofe to fee an happy life with one (now 1 relied) 

that hardly took an hour's pains, ev'n before marriage, 

.to appear but what I am : a loofe, unheeded wretch, ab- 
fent in all I do ; civil, and as often rude without de- 
sign ; unfeafonably thoughtful, eafy to a fault, and in my 
beft of praife, but carelefly good-natur'd : how fhall £ 
reconcile your temper with having made fo ftrange a 
choice ? 

L. Ea/y, Your own words may anfwer you Your 

having never fcem'd co be, but what you really wtre > 
and thro' that careleflbefs of temper there ftill flione 
forth to me an undefigning honelty I always doubted 
of in fmoother faces : thus while 1 faw you took leaft 
pains to win me, you pleas'd and woo'd me mod : nay, 

. 1 have thought, that fuch a temper could never be de- 
Hberaicly unkind : or at the worft, I knew that errors 
from want of thinking might be borne ; at Icaft, when 
probably one moment's ferious thought would end 'em : 
thefe were my worll of fears, and thefe, when weigh'd 
by growing love again (t my folid hopesy were no- 
thing. 

Sir Char^ My dear, your underftandia^ ftartles me, 
and julHy calls my own in quelHon : I blufli to think 
Fve worn fo bright a jewel in my bofom, and lill thh 

' hour, havefcarce been curious once to look upon its 
lullre. 

L. EajSf. You fet t6o high a valae on the roiiimou 

; qualities of an eafy wife. 

Sir Cifar. Virtues, like benefits, are double .when 
conceai'd; and I confefs, I yet fufpe^ you of^an iiighci .^ 
value far than I have fpoke you. 
. L* E^fy^ I undafiand you not» ' 
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Sir Ch^r. V\\ fpeak more piiinly to yQtt-»-..be fr#e 
and tell m^ — Where did yoa leave Uiis handkerdiief ? 

L. Eafy, Ha ! 

Sir Ci6«»r. What i$^t yoo ftart at } You hear the qucf- 
tion. 

L. £a>^. What ihall I fay ? jSLy fears ^onfoand jne. 

Sir Char. Be not concern'-d^ my dear» be eafy in the 
truth, and tell me. 

L. £^. I cannot fpeak^— and I coald wifii you'd npt 

oblige me to it 'tis the only thing I ever yet re&isM 

you and tho' I want reafon for toy will, let me not 

aofwer you. 

Sir Char, Your will then be a reafon ; and £nce I fee 
you arc fo gcneroufly tender of reproaching me, *tis £t 
2 ihott*d be eafy in my gratitude, and make what ouffht 
to be my fhame^ my joy ; let me be therefore pleas'd to 
tell you no^v, your wondrous condud has wak'd me to a 
fenfe of your difquiet paft, and refolution never to diiiurb 

it more And (not that I offer it as a merit, but yet 

in blind compliance to my will) let me beg you would 
immediately difcharge your woman. 

L. Eajy, Alas ! I think not of her- — O^ my dear I 
diftradt me not with this excefs of eoodnefs. {Jf^etfifig* 

Sir Char. Nay, praife roe not, left I reflefl how litde 
I hav deferved it— I fee you're in pain to give me this 

confuiion Come, 1 will not fhock your foftneis by 

my untimely bluih for what is paft, but rather f >othe yoa 
to a pleafure at n^ fenfe of joy, for my recovered hap- 
pinefs to come. Give then to my new- born love what 
name you pleafe, it cannot, fhalJ not be too kind : O \ 
it cannot be too foft for what my foul fwells up with 
emulation to deferve-— Receive me then entire at lall, 
and take what yet no woman ever truly iud, my con- 
qiier*d heart. 

L. Ea^. O the foft treafurel O the dear reward of 
long-dehring love— -Now 1 am bleft indeed, to fee yoa 
iLind without th' eypence of pain in being io^ to make 
' you mine with eaiir.efs : Thus I thus to have you mine, 
l& ifcmething more than kappinefs ; 'tis double li&i and 
madnefs of aboundingjoy. fat '.twM a pain jyitokcabte 
to give you a coiifttiion. 
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Str rCJ^ar. O thou engaging virtue ! But I'm too flow 
in doing juftice.to thy love : I know thy foftnefs will rc- 
fufe mts but rememher J infift upon it ■ let thy 
woman i>e difcharg'd this minute. 

L. £aj^. No, my dear, think me not fo low in faith, 
to fear that after what you've faid, 'twill ever be.in her 
power to do me future injury : when I can conveniently 
provide for her. Til ijiink on't : but to difcharge her 
how, might let her guefs at the.occafion & and methinks 
1 wou'd have all our differences, like our endearments^ . 
be equally a fecret to our fervants. 

Sir Char. Still my fuperior every wy* ■ ^ be it as ^ 

you have better thought Well, my dear, now 

r\l confefs a thing that was not in your power taaccufe. 
me of; to be (hort, I own this creature is not the only* 
one I have been to blame with. 

L. Eajfy. ] know fhe is not, and was always le& con- 
cern'd to find it fo, for conftancy in errors might have 
been fatal to me. 

Sir Of an What is't you know, my dear? 

[Surpriz'd^ . 

L. Eajjf. Come, I am not afraid to accufe you now-^ 

my Lady Granjeairs Your carcleffnefs, my dear, let 

all the world know it,^ and it wou'd have been hardin-^ 
deed, had it been only to me a fecret. 

Sir Char, My dear, I'll alk no more quefHons, for fear - 
pf being niore ridiculous : 1 do confefs I thought my dif^ 
cretion luid been a mafter-piecc— tto«* contemptible,- 
]liuft 1 have look'd all this while ? 
. L. Ea0s You flian't fay fo. 

Sir Char. Well, to let you fee I had fbme fhame^ a*-- 
well as nature in me, I had writ this to my Lady Gru^e* 
4irj, upon my firft difcovering that you knew I had. 
wrong'd vou : . read it. • \ 

L. Eff^n [R/ads,} *♦ Something has happen 'd, thai 
'* prevents the viiit I intended you ; and . 
•* 1 could gladly wifll, you never wou'd re- 
" proach me if i tell you, 'tis utterly incoiU 
•• venient that I (hould ever fee yOumoKu?*' 
*m$ i«i4eed wav more than 1 Itad medjc&L 
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Enttr Serf/ant. 

Sir Char. Who's there ? Here Step with this to 

my Lady Grai/eain, 

[Sea/ J the letter, and gives it to ibe/er*vatit* 

Serv. Yes, Mr-- — Madam, my Lsidy Betty's come. 

L. Eajy, ril wait on her. 

Sir CAar. My dear, Tin thinking there may be other 
things my negligence may have wrong'd you in ; but be 
aflur'd, as I cGfcover 'em, all fliall be correded ; is there 
any part or circum (lance in your fortune that I can 
change, or yet make eaiier to you ? 

L. Eaj^, None, my dear, your good- nature never 
Hinted ms in that ; and now, methinks, I have lefs oc* 
caiion there than ever. 

Rt-tMter Sewont. 

Serv* Sir, my Lord Morelo've^s come. 

Sir Char. I am coming- 1 think I told yOtt'of 

the defign we had laid againA Lady Jfettj. 

L. EaJ^. You did, and I ihou'd be pTeas'd to J>e my- 
ielf con cern'd in ir. 

Sir Char. I believe we may employ you : I know he 
waits for me with impatience. But, my dca/, won't 
you think me taflclefs to the joy you've given me, to 
fuffer at this time any concern but you t'employ my 
thoughts ? 

L. Ea£^, Seafons muft be obey'd ; and fince I kno^v 
jour friend's happinefs depending, I cou'd not tafte my 
own, ihou'd you negle^ it. 

Sir Chah Thou eafy fwcetnefe ! -O ! what a 

wafVe on thy neglected love has my unthinking brain 
conimitted ? But lime and future thrift of tendernefS 
fliall yet repair it all. The hours will come when this 
loft, gliding ftream that (wells my heart, oninterrojpted 
ihail renew its courfe— 

And like the ocean after ebb, (bait move 
With conftant fo^e of do9 rctarniog love* 
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The SC EH E_ €banges to another Room. 

And then re enter Lady Eafy (ind Lad^ Betty. 

L. Bet. YouVe been in tears, my dear, and yet you 
"look pleased too. 

L. l^afy. You'll pardon rae if I don*t let you into cir- 
cumftances : but be fatisfied. Sir Charles has made me 
bappy, cv*n to a pain of joy, 

L. Bet. Indeed I'm truly glad of it, tho' I am forry 
to find that any one who has generofity enough to do 
you juflice, fhou'd, unprovok'd, be fo great an enemy to 
me. 

L. Eafy. Sir Charles your enemy ! 

L. Bet. My dear, you'll pardon mc if I always 
thought him fo ; but now I am convinc'd of it. 
' L. Eaj^, In what, pray ? I can't think you'll find 
him fo. 

L. Bet. O ! madam, it has been his whole bufineis 
of late to make an utter breach between my Lord Mori" 
Jc*ve and me. 

L. Eaj^. That may be owing to your ufage of my 
Lord : perhaps he thought it wou'd not difoblige you ; 
I am confident you are miftaken in him. 

L. Bet. O ! I don't ufe to be out in things of this 
nature ; I can fee well enough : but I fhall be able fQ 
tell you more when I have talk'd with my Lord. 

L. Eaj^. Here he comes ; and becavfe you Hiall talk 

with him No excufcs— — for pofitively I will leave 

you together. 

L. ^et. Indeed, my dear, I defire you would flay 
'then ; for I know you think now» that I have a mind 
to to— • 

L. Eaj^. To to— —hah ! hah ! hah ! {Gei^g, 

h.Bet. Well! remember this. 

Enter Ifird Morelove* 
Li Mot. I hope I doxk't fright you away, madam if 
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L. Eafi, Not at all« my Lord ; but I muft beg your 
pardon tor a momoQt, I'll wait upon yon immediati^Iy. 

[Exit. 

L. Bet' My Lady EaJ^ gone ! 

L. Mor, Perhaps, madam, in friendfhip to yon ; ihe 
thinks I may have deff rv'd the coidnefs you of laie have 
(hewn me, and was willing to give you ihis opportunity 
(o convince me, you have not done it without juil grounds 
and reafon. 

L. Bet, How handfbmely does he reproach me ? But I 

can't bear that he fhould think 1 know it [Afide. 

My Lord, whatever has pafs'd between you and me, I 
dare fwcar that could not be her dioughts at this time ; 
for when two people have appeared profefs'd enemies, 
ihe can't but think one will as little care to give, as 
t'other 10 receive, a j unification of their anions. 

L. Mor. I^affion indeed often does repeated injuries on 
both fides, but 1 don't remember in my heat of error I 
ever yet profefs'd myfelf your eoemy. 

L. Bet. My Lord, I (hall be very free with you— • 
I confefs I do think now I have not a greater enemy in 
the world. 

h.Mor. If having long loved you, to n>y own difqniet, 
be injurious, I am contented then to Hand the foremoA 
of your enemies. 

L. Bet, ' O my Lord, there's no great fear of yoar being 
jsk'i enemy, that way, I dare fay— — 

L. Mflr. There's no otter way my heart can bear to 
fifend you nowt and I ibiefee in that it will perfift to my 
Widpiug, 

L. Met, Fy, iy^, my Lord, we know where your heart 
% wtiJl enough. 

\t^ Mq''* My conduct has indeed deierv'd this fcoro, 
and therefore 'tis but juft I fhould fubmit to your refent- 
^|K# and ppg (thfit' i'flqi aflur'd in vain) for pardon. 

^Kmels. 

jitiUr Six CksLtlcs. 

9n£i^ Hot, my Lor*! C*- ***• •'>^'- 

L.' Set* li^ ! He ftcrrf This was unlucky, ['^fide^ 
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li. M&r, O pity my confufion ! [Tc L. Bcf. 

Sir Cbfif, 1 am foriy to fee you can To Toon forget your- 
felf : methinks the iniult you have borne from that Lady, 
by this time ^ouid have warn'd you into a difguft of her 
tegardlefs principles. 

L. Mor, Hold, Sir Charles /- While you and I are 
friends, I deAre yen would fpeak with honour of this 
Lady^-— 'Tis fufficient 1 have no complaint againft her, 
and— > 

L. Bet, My Lord, I beg you wou'd refcnt this thing 
no farther : an injury like this, is better punifh'd with 
oar contempt ; apparent malice ihou'd only be laugh'd 
at. 

Sir C&mr, Ha ! ha ! the old recourfe. Offers of any 
liopes to delude him from his refentment ; and then, as 
the Grand Monarch did with Cavalier, yon are furc lo 
keep your wprd with him. 

L. Bet. Sir Charles , to let yen know how f ar I *« 
above your little fpleen, my Lord, yen? hand from this 
hour. — — 

Sir C^^r. Pftiah ! Plhah I All defign! »II pique! 
mere artifice, and difappointed woman 

L. Bet. Look you, Sir, not that I doubt my Lord's 
opinion of me; yet 

Sir Char. Look you, madam, in fliort, yowr woid has 
been too. often taken to let you make up quarrels^ as you 
nfed to do, with a foft look and a fair promiie yon never 
intended to keep. 

L. Bet. Was ever foch an infolenc^ f He won't give me 
, leave to fpeak. 

L.Mor. hit Charles^ 

L. Bet. No, pray, my Lord, have patience i and fince 
his malice ieems to grow particular, ) dare his worlf^ 
and urge him to the proof on ^t : pray, iir, wheKin can 
you charge me with breach of promise to my Lord ? 

Sir Chat. Death, you won't deny it ? How often, lo 
piece up a quarrel, have you appointed him to vift 
yon alone ; ahd tho' you havt promk'd to fee no ether 
company the whole day, when he was come, he has 
Amnd yen ftnoQg iko^liiii^ of «otiy /opt^ <o^iicts> 
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tod coxcombs, diiTolutely gay, while your fiill «ye> 
ran o*er with tranfport of their flattery, and yonr own 
vain power of pleafing? How often, I fay, have yon 
been known to throw away, at leaft, four hoars of your 
good -humour upon fuch wretches ? and the minute 
they were gone, grew only dull to him, funk into a 
diflafleful fpleen, complain'd you had talked y.ourielfinto 
the head-ach, and then indulged upon the dear delight 
of feeing him in pain : and by that time you had 
firetch'd, and gap'd him heartily out of patience, of a 
fudden mcfl importantly remember you had outfat your 
appointment with my l^xAy Fiddle f addle \ and imme* 
diately order your coach to the Park ? 

L. Bet. Yet, fir, have you done ? 

h\x Char. No. ■ tho* this might ferve to (hew the 
nature of your principles : but the noble conqued you 
have gain'd at lail over defeated fenfe of reputation too, 
has made your fame immortal. 

L. Min-. How, fir ! 

L. Beu My reputation ! 

Sir Ci&tfr. Ay, madam, your reputation my Lord, 

if I advance a falihooi, then refent it 1 fay, your 

reputation— 't has been your life's whole pride of late, 
to be the common toaft of every public table, vain even 
in the infamous addreffes of a married man, my Lord . 
< Foppinpon : let that be reconcil'd with reputation, V\\ 
now make hands with fhame, and bow me to the low. 
contempt which you deferve from him ; not but I fup- 
pofc you'll yet endeavour to recover him* Now you 
find ill u'age in danger of lofing your conqucft, *tis pof- 
fible you'll flop at nothing to preferve it» 

L.Bet, SirC^«r/w— : =- 

[}Falks dif order d^ and hi after her, 

, Sir Clfar. I know your vanity is fo voracious, 'twill 

ev'n wound itfelf to feed itfelf ; offer him a blank, per- 

haps> to fill up with hopes of what nature he pleafes^ and 

part with even your pride to keep him. 

L. Bet* Sir Cbark^% ^ have net deferv'd this of you* 

\fiHrfting into tears., 
, ShXtar. A^l trap wmap, 4rof. Jbim a foft di^- 
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fembling tear, a»d then his jaft reftntmeat maft be 

bufh*d of coarfe. 

L. Motr, O Char la / I can bear no more> tbofe tears 
are too reproaching. 

Sir Char. Hift for your life i [Jfide^ and thin aloud* 
My Lord, if you believe her, you're undone ; the very 
next iigh of my Lord F§fpingi9n^ wou'd make her yet 
forfwear all that fhe can promife. 

L, Bet. My Lord Foppington ! Is that the mighty 
crime that mufl condemn me then i You know i us'd 
him bat as a tool of my refentment, which you your^ 
felf, hy a pretended friendihip to us both, moft artfully 
provok'd meuto." 

L.Mor. Hold, I conjure* you, madam, I want not 
this con virion. 

L: Bet. Send for him this minute, and you and he 
Aall both be wltnefTes of the contempt and deteftation 
I have for any forward hopes his vanity may have given 
him J or your malice would infinuate. 

Sir Char. Death ! you would as foon eat fire, as foon 
part with your luxurious talle of foUy, as dare to 
own the half of this before his face, or any one, that 
would make you blufh to deny it to- ■ Here comes 

my wife, now we (hall fee Ha ! and my Lord Fop* 

fington wiih her— Now I now, we fhall fee this 
mighty proof of your fincerity— Now ! my Lord, 
you'll have a warning fure, and henceforth know mc 
for your friend indeed 's ^ 

Enter Lady Eafy, and Lord Foppington. 

L. Fafy^* In tears, my dear 1 what's the matter? 

L. Bet. O, my dear, all I told you's true j Sir Charles 
has fhewn himfelf fo inveterably my enemy, that if 1 
believ'd I deferv*d but half his hate, 'twould make me 
hate myfelf. 

L. Fop. Hark you, Charles^ pr'ythee what is this bu- 
finefs ? . . 

6ir Char. Why your's, my Lord, for aught I know 
—I have mado fuch a breach betwixt 'em—l can't pra- 
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mifc mudh -for tfic courage of a woman ; but if her'a 
Jiolds^ Tin fnre 'tis wide enough^ you may enter ten a- 
bre«!ft, my Lord. 

L. Fof. Say'ft thou To, Charles^ then I hold fix to 
fenr f am the ^rft man in the town. 

L. Sajfjf. Sure there muft be fome miftake in this ; I 
bope -he has iiot made my Lord your enemy. 

L. Brt. I know not what he has done. 

L. Mar. Far be that thought ! Alas^ I am too mucb 
in fear myfelf, that what 1 have this day committed^ 
advised by his miftaken friendfiiipy may have done my 
love irreparable prejudice. 

L. Bet, No, my Lord^ fince I perceive his. little an» 
have not prevaii'd upon your good- nature, to my pre- 
judice, I am bound in gratitude, in duty to myfelf, and 
to the confeffion yon have made, my Lord, to acknow- 
ledge now, I have been to blame too. 

C* Mor. tia ! is't poffible ? . can 700 own fo much ? Q. 
my tranfported heart ! 

L. Bet, He fays I have taken pleafure in feeing yoa 

irneafyw— — I own it but Hwas when that uneafinefii 

1 thooght proceeded from your love ; and if you did love 
•—'twill not be much to pardon it, 

L. Mor, O let my foul, thus bending to your power^ 
adore this foft defcending goodnefs 1 

L. Bet, And fmce the giddy woman's flights I have 
lhc\vn -you too often, have been publick, 'tis fit at laft 
the amends and reparation Ifhotthi be fo: therefore 
what 1 offer'd to Sir Charles , I now repeat before this 
cornpany, my utier deteftation of any paft or future 
gallantry thai has or fhall be offer'd by me to your un- 
eaiinefs. 

' L. Mar, O be lefs generous, or teach me to deferve 
it^i " ■ Now bluih. Sir Charles ^ at your injurious ac- 
cuiatfon* 

L. Fop, Hah ! Pardi voila quelque cbo/e J^extraortH^ 
nttire, \_Afide. 

L, Bet, As for my hoxdi Foppington, I owe him 
thanks for having been fo friendly an inftrument of 
cur reconciliation ; for ihong^, in the Httte otxtward 
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fatfentry I tccdvM fr6m 411111, I dtd not immediately 
tri/ft him wkh my "defigti in it, yet I have a better opi- 
nion of his tinderflaiidings than to fuj^pofe he coa'd 
mi (lake it. 

L. Fop, I am flrtick dumb with the deliberation of 
her affurance ; and do not poiitiycly remember, that 
the non-thaktnce vfmy temper ever had ^o bright an 
occd^on to fbew hfelf before. 

L. £et. My Lord, I hope you'll pardon the freedom I 
have taken with you. 

L. Fof, O, madam, don't be nnder the ctmfofficm of 
in apology upon my ftccotmt j for in cafes of this na- 
ture I atn never difappointed, but when I find a lady 
of thetfame mind < wo hours together— ———Madam, 
I haveioft a thoufand fine women in my time j but ne- 
ver bad the ill manners to be oat of humour with any 
xmt Am* reftifiiig me, fint!c I was born, 

L. Bet. My Lord, that's a very prtident temper. 
^L. Ft?fr. Madiim, to eonvtnce yon that I am in an 
iiniverCal peace #itli mankind, imce you own I have 
^ far coniribttted to your -happipefs, ^vc me -leave to 
have the honour of completing it, by joii^g yotn* 
fiand whCTe you hart already offcr'd up your nxcli« 
^nation. 

L. Bet, My Lord^ that's a favour I can*t refufe you. 

L. j^&r, Oerterous indeed, -my Loid. 

f L. Fop. joifti their hands • 
. L. Fop, And flap my breath, if ever I was beiter 
•plcas'd fince my firft entrance into human nature. 

Sir Char, How now, my Lord ! what ! throw up 
the cards before yoo hare loft the game ? 

L. F»p, Look you, Cbmrlesy 'tis true, I did defign to 
have play'd with her akme : but he that will "keep well 
'Wtth the Ladies, -muft fometimes be content to make 
one at ajx)ole with 'em : and iince I know Itnuft en- 
*gagc her in my turn, I don't fee any' great odds in let* 
ting him take the firft game with her. 

^^tCbar. Wiftfly confidcr'd, my Lord; 

h. Btt, Aiid.now, h'lxChetries^ — 

Sir Char. And now, madam, I'll fiivc you the trou- 
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ble of a long fpeech : and la one word confefs that 
every thing 1 have done in regard to yon this day was 

purely artificial 1 faw there, was noway to i'ecure 

you to my Lord Morelove^ but by alarming your pride 
with the danger of lofing him : and £nce the fuccefs 
mod have by this time convinc'd you, that in love no- 
shing is more ridiculous than an over*a6ied averfion ; I 
am vxxt you won^t take it ill, if we at laft congratulate 
your gQ(xl nature, by heartily laughing at the fright we 
had put you in« Ha ! ha ! ha ! 

h.EaJy. Ha! ha I ha! 
. h.Bit, Why- — well, I declare it now, I bate you- 
worfe than ever* 

Sir Char^ Ha 1 ha ! ha ! And was it afraid they wou'd 
take away its love from it ; ■ Poor Lady Betty / ha I 
ha 1 

L* Eafy* My dear, I beg your pardon ; but 'tis im- 
pofiible not to laugh when ooe's heartily pleasM. 

L, Fof. Really, madam, I am afraid the humour of 
the company vvill draw me into your difpleafure too i 
.but if 1 were to expire this moment, my laft breath, 
wou'd poiitively go out with a laugh* Ha ! ha ! ha ! ^ 
L. Bit. Nay, I have deferv'd it all, that's the truth 
on't— but I hope, my Lord, you were not in this deiiga 
again ft me. 

L. Mor. As a proof, madam, I am incUn'd never 
to deceive you more,— —I do confefs I had my fhare 
in't. 

L. Bet, You do, my Lord— then I declare 'twas a 
defign, one or other— -the bed carried on that ever L 
knew in my life ; and (to my fhame I own it) for aught 
I know, the only thing that could have prevailed upoa 
my temper : 'twas a fooliih pride that has coft me many 
a bitten lip to fupport it — 1 wiih we don't both repent^ ' 
my Lord. 

L. Mor, Don't you repent without me, and we never 
ihall. 

Sit Char. Well, mad^m, now the worft that the world 
can fay of your pad condtid, is, that my Lord had coa* 
flaocyi and you have try*d it. 
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Enter a Servant to Lord Morclovc, 

*rscf. My Lord, Mr. Le Fevreh below, and defireeto 
know what time year Lordftiip will pleafe to have the 
jnuiic begin. 

L. Mor. Sir Charles^ what fay you? will you give m% 
leave to bring 'em hither? 

Sir Char. As -the Ladies think fit^ my Lord. 

L. Bet. O ! by all means, 'twill be better here, un- 
lefs we cou'd have the terrafs to ourfelves. 

L. Mor, Thea, pray defirc 'em to come hither im- 
mediately. 

Ser'ff, Yes, my Lord. [Exit Serv, 

Enter Lady Graveairs. 

Sir Char* Lady Graveairs ! 

L. Grav. Yes I you may well ftart ! but don't fiip- 
poie I am now come like a poor tame fool to upbraid 
your guilt ; but, if I cou'd, to blail you with a look« 

^uCbar. Come, come, you have fenfe,- don't 

expofe yourfelf— you arc unhappy, and I own aiyfelf 

the cauie ; the only fatisfadton 1 can offer you, is to 

proted no new engagement takes me from you ; but a 
iincere refledion of the long negled and injuries I have , 
done the bell of wives ; for whofe amends and only fake 
I now muft part with you, and all the inconvenient 
pleafures of my life. 

L. Grav, Have you then fallen into the low contempt 
of expofing me, and to your wife too ? 

Sir Char. 'Twas impoffible, without it, I cou'd ever 
be iincere in my converfion, 

L. Grav. Defpicable ! 

Sir Char. Do not think fo- for my fake I know 
ihe'll not reproach you— nor by her carriage,^ ever 
let the world perceive you've wrong'd h^r.' ■ 
AJy dear— — 

L. £aj/. Lady Graveairs, I hope yoa'U fup with us ? 

S 
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L. Grav. I can't refufe fo much good company, ma« 
dam. 

Sir Char, You fee the worft of her refentment— — 
in the raotfi Um€, don't eMe^vour ^ be her frkudi 
and ibe'Il never be your enemy. 

L. Gra<v, I am unfortunate— -—'tis what my folly hat 
deferv'd, and I foWit to it. 

L. Mor. So ! here's the mufic. 

L. £a/y. Come» l^idiies^ (hail wc fit ? 



After the Mufic, a S O N G^ 

SAbina nvith an AngtPs Face^ 
By Lo<ve ordained for Joy^ 
Seems of the Sirens cruel Race^ 
To charm and then deftroy. 

With c4l the Arts ofLoti emd Dr^s^ 

She fans the fatal Fire ; 
Ufsugh Pride, mifiahn oft for Grac^ 

Sh^ hids the StMasns expire » 

The God of Love enraged Hfpe 

The Nymph defy his Flame^ 
Pr9n$uHc^d his mercilefs Decree 

Agait^ the Haughty Dame ; 

Let Age with double Speed overtake hcf% ' 

Lit Lenie the R^m of Pride fupplyi 
And nuhen the Lonttrs allfotfake her, 

AJf^kfs Virgin lit her die. 

Sir Charles gomes foward luith Lady Eafy* 

Sir Char. Now, my dear, I find my happinefs grow 
fail upon m9 ; in all my paft experietce of the fex, I 
found even among the better fort {o much of folly, 
ffUie, malice, padiion, and ifrefolute deiire, that I 
concluded thee but of the fbremoft rank> and there- 
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fore fcarce worthy Qiy concern ; but thou haft ftirr'd me 
with fo fevere a proof of thy exa2t«d yfiftae, it giv«» m« 
wonder eqaal to my lo¥ c ■ I f then die u»kiii41f 
thought of what I have been, hereafter (hou'd in- 
trade ujon thy growing c[uiet| let this reflcdiott teach 
thee to be eafy : 

Tly *wrwgs tvhin grniNjff mfl tfy vhhte pron/^d-x 
And from that ^irtm found, I Ut^^d and trufy tont^d.. 

^ [Efcemi. 

EPILOGUE. 

COnqueft and Freedom are at length our own, ^ 

Falfe Fears of SIa*u'ry^ no more arejhs*wn j > 

Nor Dread of faying Tribute to a foreign Throne^ i 

Jill Stations nonv the Fruits of Conqueft jbare^ "5 

Except (if f mall with great Things may compare J f 

Th* oppreft Condition of the laboring Flayer, ^ 

Wer*reftill in Fears (as you of late in France) 
Of the De/potic Power of Song and Dance : ^ 

For while Subfcription, like a Tyrant, reigns. 
Nature* s negleSed, and the Stage in Chains, 
And Englifh Aftors Slaves tofwell the Frenchman'/ 

Gains* 
Liie^hp^s CrotJUt the poor out^witted Stage, 
That li'u'd on wholefome Plays i* th* latter Age, 
Deluded once to fing^ e^^njuftly fervid ^ 
LetfuU her Cbeefe to thf Fox Mouth and flam'' d: 
O that our Judgment f as our Courage has 
Tour Fame extended, *wou*d affert our Caufe, 
That nothing Englifh might fubmit to foreign Lawt* 
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Iftm hut li*v€ to fie that joyful Day^ 

Then oftbt Englilh Stage ^ renfiv^dnve may. 

As of your Honour now, 'with proper J f plication, fay : ' 

So <when the Gallic FoXf fy Fraud of Peace ^ 
f^adluWd the Britlfli Lion into Eafe, 
Andfaijti that Sleep composed his coucbant Head^ 
He Bids him ^wake^ and fee himfelf betray* d 
In 1^ oils of treacherous Politics around him laid : 
Sbe<ws him how one clofe Hour £^ Gal lie Thought 
Retook thofe To*wnsfor ix^hich he Tears bad fought* 
jit this ib^ indignant Salvage rolls his fiery Eyes, 
Dauntlefs, tho* hlujhing at the hafe Surprize, 

Paufes a ivbile but finds Delays are vain : 

CompelVd to fight, bejhakes hif Jhaggy Mane ; 

He grinds his dreadful Fangs ; and ftalks to Bleaheim'i 1 

Plain. 
There nAjith ere^ed Creft, and horrid Roar, 
He furious plunges on through Streams of Gore, 
And dyes witbfalfe Bavarian Blood the purple Danube*/ ( 

Shore, 
In onepufit Battle frees the defined Slaves ; 
Revives eld Englifh Honour ^ and an Empire faves. 
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VROMfprtghly Fletcher'/ loofe Confederate Mu/e, 

Tht unfinijh^ d Hints of thefe light Scenes *we chi^l 
For 'luitJf fucb carelefs Hafte thirPlay ^was ivrit^ 
So unperus*d each Thought offlarted Wit ; 
Each Weapon of his Wit fo lamely fought y 
f-bat ^twm^dasjcanty en our Stage be thought^ 
As for a modem Belle my Grannam^s Petticoat* 
So that from ty Old tve may with Jufticefay^ 
Wifcarce cou*d cull the Trimming of a Plcrf^ 
All cou'd he made vn*t is hut Defhalbille, 
*f^/j loofely lights a 7 Falbala and Frille : 
No Set'drefs Morals form* d in* t to affright you^ 
From the Mar modijh Follies that Mlight you* 
Unhlujhing Vice infaireft Forms may lurk^ 
Nor fear the Smart of our keen Satire* s Jerk : 
Hujhands and Wi'ves tofeparate Joys mayfteaJ^ 
And mutual Rage their mutual Shame repeal ; 
Or more to top the Fajhiony fen in prt'vate, 
Jind mutual Gtdltf their mutual Shame conni've at «* 
^he faming Beau may rattle through the Streets, 
And pay ^th Privilege the Tradefman*s Debts ; 
While Spottfe at bome^ *whofe Fondnefs has undone her^ 
Her Je'wels panunsfor Sharpers Debts of Honour : 
Sharpers from Bubbles, too, Eftates may find. 
And keep the Coaches that they*<ve rid hehind : 
Our Chiefs 'abroad may mount the Winter Trench, 
While Grooms at home 'with Wagers back the French : 
Parties *gainft Parties too mayjirain the La-ws, 
And each pretend their Country is their Caufe ; 
When, if their Murmur ings fecret Spring you trac4^ 
^'Tis ^who enjoys f not *who a^s ivrong in place i 
For ^when d'lfputed P'rofit*s not t* th* ^way^ 
Thufee hoiv nicely Points are loft by th* Opers* 
E z 
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Uot fmtl / Jllfirts tf Min and Manners mttf 
From tbe/e loft Scenes go unrefro^^daiuay. 
From Ute Experience taught nue flight th* old RuU 
Of Profit tvith DeUght : This Pl^^ s-^'-^AU F$oU 
So clear ofSenfe^ and gdrnijh* d if^ith Grimace, 
^hat nuifely it depends for its Snccefs 
On dangling Buljock'i Grin^ and Pinky*/ Face* 
But if their huhhle Jefts Jhouldfail to ivinji, 
IVe Segjbme Grace for Signior Cibberiai. 
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Drahiatis Perfona^. 



MEN. 



6ir Oliver Outwi$ 

Young Outwit, 

Cunningham, 

Sir Gregory Goofi, 

Samuel Sif^ple, 

Sir Threadbare Gentry, 

Fri/cian, 



Mr. Pinkethmdtt% 
Mr. miAs. 
Mr. Boothi 
Mri Bulkcki 
Mr. Cibber^ 
Mr. Pack. 
Mr. Knue^ 



WOMEN. 



tuclnda, Niece to Sir Oliver^ 

Mirabel, 

Go<verfieft, 

Lady Gentry ^ 



Uts.Oldfefd, 
Mrs. Porter^ 
Mrs. Willis, 
Mrs, finch^ 
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ACT h 

S C EN E, Sir Qlivcr^s ffotffe. 

£nfe^ Sir OUvct Onxmt, W.Y. Outwit. 

Y. 0*/,QIR,, I'm no. boy, I h.avc been at; age tbis^ 
^, half-year. 

SirOA Why then, Sir, you kayc. been fit to live by 
your wits ihefe t^^'o years. 

y. 0»t. Wits, fir \ 

Sir CL Wits, Tir ! ay> Wit«, ilr ! an4 a very «)od at- 
towance too ; I fiiall be forrv.tp find I have (peat my 
time in getting a Fool ; thou know*ft all I have was got 
by my Wjts. And^ canil thou, own thy ftlf To degenerate, 
as to tell mc thou waiit*ft money at thy years ? Why, I 
never offered to tell my father fo from a fchool-hoy, 

Y. Out. You had very good luck fgre^ fir j pray, hpw 
did you live ? 

Sir OL Why, as a gentleman fhould live, by my Wits^ 
fir. 

Y. Otft, There. are indexed a great many fuch gcntlc*- 
anen about the world, fir.; but men of honour, an J fox- 
lune call *cpi iharpers and fcoundrels, 
■ E3 
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Sir O/. *P(hah! fome few rich fools that have paid 
for their experience of good company may rail at 'em 
perhaps ; (lofers muft have leave to fpeak, you know :) 
but we that are wifer, know the ufe and value of an ia- 
genious man. 

Y. Out. Well, fir, fince you own you have made a 
plentiful eilate of your ingenuity, 1 hope you will let 
your pofterity be the better for't. 

Sir O/. Ay, ay, that I will ; why thou flialt have 
my very original receipt to make fuch another for- 
tune by. 

y. Out. Pray let's hear it, fir. 

Sir 0/. Why, (ir, I had no fooner brufh'd into the 
world, but the firft degree I took in thriving, was to 
lay clofe intelligence for wenching; cou'd give this 
Lord, or that rich Citizen, a true catalogue of all the 
maidenheads hctwetn CJhanng^Cro/f 2iXiA JUgatt i how 
many lay amcngil chambermaids; how many in the Ex^ 
cha?ige (tho* very few there, I muft confefs) ; and how 
many at the boarding- fchool. 

Y. Out, Bur, fir,^ in our age this is called 

pimping. 

Sir OL Sirrah ! I got many a round fum by it, when 
my father would not give me a groat — Then, fir, 
] was in with all the top gameflers ; and when there was 
a fat Squire to be fleec'd, I had my office among them 
too ; and tho' I fay it, was one of the neatefl operators 
about town, 

Y. Out, Why, this was turning downright (harper, 
fir. 

Sir OL Turning a penny, firrah ! I liv'd ! I liv'd ! 
dM not I live, Fool ? I bullied, I ftirred, I was as bufy 
as a bee, had all the world to rove in, and cull'd a 
maintenance from every flower. Traverfe, make honey, 
firrah ! and when you've Rafted it, confefs with me, that 
llolen fweeta'are beft. 

y. Out. /Ind was this your courfe of life, fir ? 

Sir 0/. 'Till I grew old and purfy, and then I grew 
in men's opinions too, and confidence ; then they be- 
gun to put things call'd Executorfhips upon me, the 
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cBar^e of orphans, little harmlefs animals, tiiat I> 
chuck*d under the chin, and bound out to fcIt-makers^ 
and fifh-nu)ngers, to make 'em lofe and work away their 
gentry, difguis'd their tender naturcswith hard cuftom ; 
and fo in time brought 'em to ap utter ignorance of what 
they were born to. 

Y. Out. Well, fir, fuppoft I fhould get leave of my 
confcience to reiblve upon this courfe of life,, what fe- 
curity have yon, that I fliall not make ev'n you the firft 
example of my ingenuity ? 

SirO/. Ah! do that, and .tbou'lt win my heart for 
ever ; No, no, that were too great a comfort to expert 
thou fhouid'H gull me ! Alas ! I'm a great way out of 
thy depth; I can't hope for that bleOing thefe three 
years. 

y. Out. Since you provoke me, 111 try in two hour?, 
for all that. [^AJultJ\ You'll part with nothing then at 
prcfent, fir ? 

Sir OA Not a fingle tefter. 

Y. Out. If a man ihou'd afk your blelTing, fir, in this 
hsmour, I fnppofe you'd refufe him. 

Sir Ol. Let me but hear thou livell by thy Wits once, 
and thou fiialt make thy own terms with me. Let me 
firft have a proof, that if I fliou'd give thee land, thou 
haft Wit enough to . keep it : if not, thou art no Son 
of mine i Then prithee why ihou'd 1 fupport thee ? 

And now thou kpow'ft my humour Vani(h, 

vanifh,— — — and never let me fee that uncomfortaWe 
face of thine, till thou can'ft ihew me a fhilling of thy 
own getting. 

. y. Out. 5ir, I'll endeavour to deferve your good opi- 
nion. [Exit. 

Sir 01. The fooner, fir, the better— -Ah ! if one 
cou'd but recall youth again, what a fweet penny 
might a man make of his experience ! But Tm too 
old now, and reduc'd, I fear, to the laft ingenious ex- 
ploit I (hall ever be able to go through with : if I can 
marry my niece to Sir Gregory Goo/e^ and by that means 
f<;cnre one fourth of her fortune to my r/vn ufe, 
which he has compounded for ; I'll e'en ihare hands 
E 4 
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^ith Ac work}j give over bafineft, an4 when I can.chca^. 
90 longer, turn iioncft, and'fatffcfi afleepin ihy great. 
Cliair. • -: ' 

Snter a ^ervanf* 

Stnf. Sir, herd's Sir Gregory Goofi, defires to fpeai& 
with yoy/': * " - ' : • 

- Sir O/. Shew him op> Pll wait upon him in an in* 
font^ .... . . . [Exit.^ 

Jgftftr Sir Gregory Ooofe, Axr^fCnapi ogham.. 

Sir Greg, Well, dear Cunningham / I. wi(h I may 
never laugh again, if thoa arc qot the ple^^fanteft coni-i 
panion that ever gentleman took a fancy to-^Pr*ytheeis. 
go OQ with thyilory, fctt"I:dtirftlKy ipy life thou Wipe% 
this foolifK. knight's nofe of his midrefs at laft. Pr*yihe|^ 
go on. 

Cun, Did ever gudgeon bite fo greedily ? And fo, . 
fir, as I told you, finding myfelf defperately itTlo^e' 
with this Lady, and tQn thoufand. times ipore fo, when. 
I heSlrd ihe was to be married to another ; i faw at lad; 
there was no hope of myeyer fpeaking a word to'her;r 
but by even tacking m^y/elf 'as a tnlferable companilSii 
to the impeitinent coxcombi tltat 1 knew: was defijg;iiM7 
for her buiband, ,> - 

Sir Greg, Ha! ha! Well, I fwear that was fo archljr 
contrivM ! What ! and fo'thij. coxcoi^bly fool 6f a\ 
rival took thee along wrich him to vifit her! Hft I ha!' 
ha! 

Ctm* I vow. Sir Gregory^, your apprebenfion is fa* 
quick* there's no furprifing you with any thing. 

Sir Gr<y. Ha.^ hat I knew I ftrould fmoak the jeft ;. 
but th^t fenfelefs rogue of a rival, that cou'd think a; 
man of thy ingenuity wou'd keep compatiy With, a foolf 
for nothing. 

Cun^ Right, Hxi ^^^ 1^ xH^trc were no Fcols, yoa. 
know,, half the Wits of the world wou*d be ftarvM. "^ 

Sir Greg. F^ ! $n<l'that'stru.e again i i^id therefore,^ 
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wfiat a comfort it is . wh/^n . w^^ jog^nious moa take a 
friendlycare of OM another— —But tcre comes, the old- 
knight my unclcvin-l^w. 

EffterSrr Oliver, 

Sir OL Sir Gregory Goofi, I am yoar moft hujn Wr . 
fcryant : is this geiitlepj^ii yppr .fjiend^ Ar ? 

sir Greg, I am his friend. Sir Oli'uvr, and that's rauclv 
at one, you knovVf 

Sir OL Sir, he*s welcome— May I crave hii name ? 

Sir Gr/^. Ydnng Cuifninghamt^ a Norfolk gentleman^ 
one that has lived among our family of the Goo/es ever 
fince I can't tell . how long 5 we all ftr^ve to have hina. 
Between you an4 I*, fir^ ne's iqch a devilife' pleaCant 
cur of a Wit, that fome of our name have gone to* 
law.. for him , . -and now it h^^pens to be my 
turn tQ have him : no; but, as mof^. Wit^ are, heV 
confumed chargeable,, tho* 1 can't part with him when , 
I have a piind to it ; I only, ufe hiiri at prefeiu byw^ay 
of giving myfelf an air or fo, 1 11 my marriage i3 over^ 
and then- I'll have nothing to- do with wit as long as I 

Kvc, Well,, but where'si this niece of yours, old 

uhcle-in-law» that (hall be t When mil fhe be viiible I-— 
for you don't fuppofe I'll boy a pig. in a poke, fure. 
Pr*ythee let's ogle her a bit^ 

Sir Q/. You'll pardon, my caution^ fir, flie has been 
us'd to redraint; had (he been eafy to be feen, perhaps 
you had nev^r feen her ; there's many a beggarly thing; 
caird An't like your Honour, many a poor Lord that 
lies in wait for her, and then flap, at the firft dafh fheV 
a Conntefs, and undone; it ha^ been many a poor young 
woman's misfortune ! This whets Hfra to her. [JfiJe, 

Sir Greg,. O law ! What, is (he fo cruel hapdfome 
then ? Dear fir, pray let's clap up the wedding imnj;-* 
diately : are you (ure (he's not io^n already ?•— *Hark i 
hark! 

Sir OL "What's the matter ? 

Sis: Grig. Every coa9h that goes by, as I'm a'ive» 
E5 
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goes to the heart of me : are you fare (he's in the houfe» 
iir?^ 

Sir O/. Thatdoubty fir, ihall be eas'd immediately. 
I .Who's there ? Deiire my niece to walk hither—- 
And now I think on't. Sir Gngory^ you (hall give her a 
tafle of your wit before you fee her ; we'll have a liule 
fport with her. 

Sir Gre^. O dear, how, pray ? Pray let's have it, for 
1 love fport cruelly. 

Sir 07. Why thus, fir ; when my niece comes in, you 
ihall hide yourfelf behind the arras, and Til prefent 
your friend to her in your ftead, if your friend will do us 
the favour to ftaiid for you. 

Sir Greg. 'Pfliah ! He Ihall Hand for any thing ; why 
his fupper lies in my breeches here ; by this li£kt, he 
fliall 6ft clfe. 

Sir 0/. Then, fir, when he has fpoken the Pro- 
logue to your love, up flies the curtain, and out ftart 
you, the very Play itfelf ; how will (he be dazzled then ! 
how will fhe blufh, and frown, and fmile again, then 
laugh, and own herfelf to be wooed, and won vidtori- 
oafly I 

Sir Greg. Well ! 1*11 fay it, this will be the curioufeft 
fun in the world. 

Sir 0/. Hift ! Here Ihc comes— ——To your poft* 
fir. 

Sir Greg, O la ! Now fhall I bite my lips through 
for fear of laughing. \_Exit. 

Sir OL I am given to under ftand you are a Wit, ^r, 

CunJ I am one that fortune fhews but fmall favour to^ 
fir. 

SirO/. Good And to tell you the truth, 1 am 

taken with a Wit, fir. 

Cun, Fowlers catch woodcocks fo : don't fiiew a Wit 
your weak fide, fir. 

• Sir OL Ha 1 a fmart fellow, faith he'ad rather 

lofe his dinner than his jeft 1 fay, ^^ I love a Wit ' 

the beft of all things. 

Cun, Always except yourfelf, fir. 

Sir 0/. Hah ! he has bobb'd me twice now, all in a 
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brenth. Bat here comes my niece— — yen know your - 
buiinefs with her. 

Cmt. With a woman, fir I 'tis e'en the yery feme it 
was Bvc thoufand years ago ; no fool can miis it. 

SirOL Mum. 

£nfer Niece and Governefs. 

Niece, you muft give me leave to recommend this gen- 
tleman to your afFe6!ion. 

Cun. Don't mock me. Fortune, [Jfide, 

Sir OL How do you like him ? Hum, hum. 

[Laughs. AJide. 

Niece. What means this riddle, Cunningham ? \AJide\i 
As he is your choice, fir, I can't but give him wel- 
come. 

Sir O/. To her, to her, man Ha ! ha i 

Gun. I hope, madam^ year good-nature mil put a 
right conftrudion 011 this attempt to fee you, tho* had ' 
I time to tell yon how, you'd find it more my Fortune's 
doing than my forwardnefs. 

Niece. I muft humour this, to find the rife on'c. 
[-^<s&,] As you are my uncle's choice, fir, I give you. 
a nncere and hearty welcome : what he commands me^ , 
I Ihall ever chearfuUy obey ^ 

Cun. You heard he did command you. 

Sir O/. Ha ! ha 1 the rogue does it rarely. 

Niece. And therefore, fir, I yield my hand 
. Cun. Your lips • ^Kijftngber. . 

Niece. And may in time my heart.. [Kijes her hand. . 

Sir 01. Hold, hold, fir, your part goes a little too far 
——-not fo feelingly. 

Cun. My joys are mockeries doubly fo, I fear;. 

for all fhe laid might be as well the aft of her obedience ^ 

as real inclination If* Ihe has love, I have a thought ' 

will fearch it. {Jfide. . 

^ Sir OL H-a ! ha 1 Well, Niece, and (6 you really think - 
hihi a very pretty fellow ? 

Nitce. Sic, from my heart I thank you for him : hadi 
£ 6 
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my own eyes been fet at liberty to make a public choice;., 
inc^o'd* not have-^bne-inore' te pleafe'injr heart, tbiat^ 
yoor indulgence ha»^ '■ « ^ 

:fiir.Q/.tfey then', girl, what wilt thou fay^.whenl 
ihew thee him' i>e reallycbofen'^i— tfAf^si* pdok* Ni^ce^h 
this ift but the fcabbard'.of the man I mean for the^ ; i>ttt* 
now I* draw the fliining blade fhali glitter in thy eyes^. 
and pierce thee thro'. 

Nitce. What mean- yoa, fir? 

ffir 0/. What, ho ! Sir Gregory / Approach, myhd oET 
thoufendsi. ' •'^' ■ ;^^. , ,, ,,^ ^ 

Ent^' Sin Gregory, ftrutthg. 

Sir Greg. Who calls me ^ 

Nieee. What motion's this ! What limber-jointed ba** 
by I Why he moves by wires, iir ! a mere wooden-^ 
tumbler !' I have feen children pla)i? with ^icirr 

Sir 0/« Don't be a fool ; I tell yoa.thk is the gentle^ 
man. 

iW>«i. This L Fie, fir! When I wis a-iirl,.yott us^d", 
to bring me home a prettier hu^nd than this upon thie<r 
outfide o£ a fugar^cake. 

Sir QL Id the devil in thee I ■ ■■ Speak to her. Sir* 
Gregbry. 

Sir Greg.. Ay, now you Ihall fee, Kll fe^cluhei. about: 
prefently. Madam, 1 1-^- 

Nieee. Wou'd yon fpeak with me, fir i 

Sir Gj^^p". Speak with yow, fir i 

Nieee^ Have you any thiAg to fay, fir h 

Sir Greg. Hoity-toity ! You are fofnap, and (o/hprt^ 
forfooth : why what a dace do people ufe to fpeak t€>^ 
folks, and have nothing to fay to 'em ? 

Niece^ Nay, there are ^oikk fools, fir ; b^t perhaps • 
you are of another fort:, but, however,^ let me heac" 
what you have to fay, and if £ don't give you a very 
parueular odd fort of^ an anfwer, fay I am no woman :. 
come, come, let's hear whafc yon. have to fay ?. -^ - 

Sir Gr/^. Bibble- babble, why yonr tongue runs fix-* 
fafti madam^ that yon won't let me put in a fyirable^ ' 
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Vitii. Who I, fir ? I am dumb. 

S^ Gr^^. Why then I faf , xftadam— 

JW^J^.-^IitnbW^^katyba Wou'diltf; fi r I ■ ■ 

Sir Greg.. What the devil ! before I. open my faicmth f 

iWitif/Why thini fir;^ plekfcfou, Ido Wtdow, 

what you woa'd fay. — ,r . . , m 

-''Sir Grifg. If cry well f Why rfien I fay, that ai 

I'gad I don't know what I was goin^ to fay my&it 

Sir Q/. Don't provoke me, hufiy, fbf once more I tell 
you"this'!8 the^cntleftiaii, ' - . . 

- IfiW. *0 Jtfay, 'fir; doi^t impofc on me fo grofly v 
this is the man, Fm fare, you really mean for me. 

'Sir d/. ^dbns! ybti won^t perfii^e A6 o&t bf my 
fenM, \;^Uydi]ff ' " ' ' ' • ' 

Cuft, Now to try her home. ^Afide*. 

Ni€U: Look you, unele,^T'Wili allow you have wit, and 
saanags a jertr as wdl as an^ man/ ot your yfears ; but' 
when «i humour 'gWnvs ftalfei you k]frow,'y6u'lhould 
really giv6 it dvef. > '" ' ' ' '^ ' ^ ^ 

Sir Oft Whdt the devil fliall I do^with.her ? 

Cun. \T'9 the Giihr.] Ihever fkw comeliliicft and glGfod^ 
kumour joined before; 

G&*^.^ Nay, dear, iWeet fi!^r. How can you offer th^fo 
words to ari* old gemlew6marv? 

Ni^e, Sit, if you are hot bufy [^o Cun» 

Go^, Why, how tt'bw, boldface ! fs'tlrat your madriers 
to interrtipt a gcntllfertiari when he's private? ' ' '' ' ' 

iV»i^;S4r ~ 

Cun. Away fifteen, here's fifty; one's wocth fifteen 
hundred of thee. -. ,^ . .. -nc 

G^v. Why,, get you gone^ I fay— — Thefe giddy 
^irls are fo vain^ there's no giWng 'em a f eafonable an- 
iwer. 



Ciin. Ay, ay, give me years and underftanding | 
the ilWpertinentfe of youth's intblirable : come, conTe,, . 
iie'ter dil^ifd it,l knoW ydu Urd a teeming womia 

yef . ~ ' ^ ' ' • * . -o ■■;■.'.' • ^^ • 

Gov. Ay, in troth, a handfome young gentleman 
might do moch, I Ai^^ fiiv ' ; '^'^ "^ ' 
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Cm. Did ncttltellyoufo? \, , 

Gov. And. I fhoa'd play niy party I believe, or I were 
laorrateful. 

Nifce. This nt^UOHs intolcwble. [^4^0 ^ will move 
him or remove him Si r 

C«9. Your pardon, madam, Fm really a licde- 

hofy. 

Niece. Infolent ■ -If I am not even with, 

him 

Sir 01. Why, did not I tell thee, child, this was 
none of thy gentleman Now we have aettkd the 

baggage. 

biT Greg. Ay, madam, was not yon tc^d before, 
that I was the perfoa that yoo were to fet your heart- 
upon ? 

Niece. Sir, let me aik a thoafand pardons* 'Twas the 
error of my obedience, not my judgment. Pray, let 
me. view the gentleman nearer, uncle ; I icarce have 
feen him yet; 1 only humm'd him over at firft, as law- 
yers do a bill in Chancery. Wheye were my eyes ! upon 
life, a handfome gentleman : agreeable, now 1 diflindly 
read him. 
. Sir Greg. \Sirutting.} Turn, torn* [Sings. 

Niece. Say he be a little too ihambling in his gait,. 
a dancing-mafter will foon bring that to an eafy negli- 
gence,, that all your fine gentlemen are fo fond of: 
well drefs'd, Arait limbs,, and two manly calves, (if they * 
are but his own) that look as if they wou'd not ihiink 
at the -ninth .child. 

Sir Greg. Turn, turn, dum. 

Niece.. A voice too, forpriiiiig ! 

Sir Greg. Tum, turn, dum. \Londer. . 

Niece. Where was my judgment ? 
. Sit Greg. Turn, turn, dum. 

Niece. Well,. I ihall be the hap|>ie(l woman breath^ ^ 
iog. Pray, fir, make my peace with him : .1 am finder 
alf the confufion in the world, to think 1 couM receive . 
him foi-ttdely. 

Sir 01. -D»ye Hear, Sir Greg? D'ye hear? D'ye r 
hear ? all's over ^ ihe begs your pardon. Stick to her ; . 
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dofe, clofe, yoa wag, and don't give her a moment's 
time to cool again. 

Cum'. [JJide,^ Confufion ! but to ihew myfelf con* 
cernM might rain me. 

Sir Grtg. Madam, I am the very humbleft of your 
foot-balls ; and I wifh I may never be married, ma« 
dam, if 1 am not forry for your forrow : but if ever I 
traft that old gentleman's wit, to play the fool with any 
miltrefs of mine again, I'll give you leave to call ine 
a Rbinoceros. And now we .re friends, madam, lei's 
e'en join hands, and revenge ourfelves upon that rogue 
Cunningham, that had like to have fet us together by 
the ears : I'll fpoil his market with the old gentle- 
woman, I warrant yon. 

Niece. With all my heart, fir. 

Sir OL Well, fir, do you thrive ? How goes your 
fuit forwsu-d ? 

Cun, Softly and fairly, fir, ■ I'm taking meafure 
for the widow's mind, and hope to fit a man to it 
ihortly. 

Gov. Who wou'd have dreamt of a young morfel at 
this time of day ? To fee how unlook'd-for things will 
happen ! 

Sir Greg. Widow, don't truft him ; widow, he's a 
younger brother ; he will fwear and lye like a 
Frmch Gazeitt ; he has not one (hilling in the 
world, and lives upon his impudence, like an Ob- 
/ewator. 

Gov. And I tell you, fir, he brings more content to 
a woman with that nothing, than he that brings his 
tboufands with a falfe heart. 

Niece. Give you joy of your good fortune, fir. Ha f 
ha! 

Sir Oh And pray, fir, make my houfe your own ; I 
fee you are a man of- wit, fir, and I honour you. 

Cun. Sir, I thank you Come, widow, now, 

^0 clofer convtr/t let's retire^ 

And rake the embers of defire. [Exeunt. 

Niece. So ! he is refolved to ftaad it, I fee. 

\Exiu- 
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Y. Out. Are vee all fit ? 

Sir Tbr. To a hair, fir. 

Y. Gut. Are you perfedl, IDo^or Prt/cfan ? 

Prif. Ad unguem^ doming. 

Y^ 0«/. Verjr well; but will. your confcience bate 
nothing, fay you, of a wliple ihare for your wiJe^ while 
fhe does nothing for't ? 

Sir ^hr. Look: you, fir, my wife*? ready, had ihe been 
called ; and, like a wldier, cxpeft§ her' pay, whether , 
file fights or not. 

Trif. Faith for thefe five yt^iTs,. Ego fojpim fro Bare, X 
have had a hungry il irving fh^re wit5 'em,' and ihe has 
always had an equal, (hare with me. 

Y. Out^ What ! prefent, or not prefent ? 

Prtf. Rejidens, aut non rifidens^ perfdem, 

Y. 0«/.. Fr'ythee, my itar Profria qua' tnariluj, hold 
your tongue, or t\) depofe you from half your ihare 
prefently : Tho* your /jic W i^ac turpu^ ^ ^i mihi 
di/cifulus httiins^ (that never got any thing but by Ac- 
cidence and uhcenainty).aIlow'd her ihare, mufl I do it,. 
that bring you grounded concluiions' of wit ; heredita- 
ry rules for my rather to get by. ' 

Sir 'T/jy, Sir, if you talk till Doomfda^jr, my wife . 
jnuft have her ihare. 

Y/ Out. I'hs rogues find I can't do without 'enj, and 
Imuft fompjy; 

Sir nr. Are you content ? 

Y. Out. I mull be, it feems ■ Odfo ! here 

comes my fatjier. Prtfcian^ you begin firft ; take care 
you don't blunder now, for he has fome ends of Latin^ 

i can tell you ■• but don't fear him | Ifj.l'fihd, 

you. are fluck, I'll gop in to relieve you- 
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Enter Sir Oliver, and Sir Gregory. 

&& Oh Pihah, N$^htvf / (for Tq Til venture to call 
you now)« if you.H^v? Itiet with q.q greater cjifcowragd*" 
ment than what you mention^ your bu£ne{^ is done, & ; 
ac'i'ydoVown', ' ^ ' ' '^ 

Sir Gr^^. Faith, fir, I told you the worft \ for I put 
ker Fairly tQ'f,^aird (^ h^ is far as Idiirft; and her 
fife^^ftjtpiilie w^8, that fhe fiid iJie wifh'd there weiie^ 
a little nore of the Soldier in t&j^l th'at, Upon bccafionjy 
I might have courage enough tbbeat a rascal, for put- 
ting h^ into s^ lampoon/ Or lb.' ^ 

Sir 01 (Xih9^8 hvx tcafonible— *-*-nWhy, you ar!» 
Qrong enough to break 4 head^^ I believe, 

Six^r». "^hy^ faith, I believe f c6u'd^ if a fellow 
were to ftund faH^, ^d twer^ pretty fare he wo u'4 not 
ilrike again^ i - 
"- Sir Oh Can^t you prt^fe a little upon a t^vern^ 
draWer, or a box-kefepe^ at the play^-houfe ? " ^ 

Sir & 1^, O no I hang 'em, they are fuch iilver- 
tongti'd rogu,es, there's no fixing a. fingle faucy word? 
ttpopT- *ei|i t but if coufAge .were to be fold, Pm furc I 
have a heart that wpu'd give as mudh fbr*t as e'er a' 
^tkmah that'bkJWs. " '' 

Sir OL Br«*lhe»,^ brcatbw, th^at's the prM)er phrafe^ 
Sir. * ' 

Sir Gng,^ Blows, I fay/ blows for a foldier, fir-—* 

Sir O/. Ay,, for a Gidier, I grant you. 

Si> Gre^. 'Slid! ill '^'allow. kwhole bufliel of bullets, 
and good, round ones too, but Vl\ have fomcthing of the 
foldierlvi jnfe.^ ^ : 

Sir TAr, Will you on and beg, or ft?al and be hang*d ? 

Sir Gr/^^ A litrfc qf the fcholar too^ fhe hinted ; but 
I told her learning wa*s not i thing fot a gehtleman ta 
trouble his head about., 

Pri/. Sal'Viti Damini henignijpnu^ munificent ijflmi. 

Sir OL Sa/'uete diets ad nos ? ■ Juheo te/alfvere*. 

Nay,''fir^ ^ve "have Latin in us, and o'.hcr fnetal too :: 
Nqjv. ^, you <hAU ffs^ foe talk with" Ais fellow^ 
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Sir Greg, *Ad [ I cott'd iiiid in my heart to talk vnxb 
him too, if I cou'd but underftand him. 

Prif. Cbariffsmi doQiffimiqui dominie ex ahundantid 
€aritatis tvefira^ eftote propitii in me jejunum^ pauperem^. 
mi/erum, Is omni con/olatUne fxuiem. 

Sir O/. Upon my faith, fir, a very deep fcholar I 
but I'll to him again. . • i . 

SvcGreg, Pray, fir, does he beg or fted this laii«- 
giiage ? or what ? Why be may call one fo<>l, for aoght 
1 know, and a man never the wifer. 
. Sir OL He begs, he begs, fir. 

Pri/, Ecce domine ; ecce in tcculis lacrymarum Jlumeir^ 
in on fumes f fitif^ue^ l^ i» omni parte neceffitus U iMdi- 
gentia. 

Sir O/. Audi tu bonus focius : tu es fcholaflicus^ fictM" 
telligo. Ego factam argumentum ^^-^Nov^ mindj fir,, 
now I'll fetch him up, you fhall fee A hum, ahum 1 

Sir Greg. Well, I have been fetch'd dp an hundred 
times for this, and yet cou'd never learn half fo much. 

Sir OA' Audit ^ refponde\ hoc eji. argument um ! Na* 
men eft nomen^ ^rgo^ ^iuo^ eft tibi nomen ? Refponde nunc 

Hum, hum— J?^(?«</e Jirgumentum meum. 

Now I put him to't, fir. 

y. Out. [Peeping.] Step in, ftep in, the rafcal's out 
of h.is pena'd fpeeoh, and can.g^o.pQ f^^cber.. ! . 
' Sir. O/. Cur non re/pondes, domine ? 

Prif. Oh ! Domine^ tanta mea eft mi/erief^ 

Y.Out. O! he's in again, ...... 

PriA Ut noUe mecum pernc^jot egeftas^ luce qmtidi} 
paupertas habitat. 

Sir OL Sed quod eft tibi nomen ? ^ quis dedil^ refponde . 
argumentum f 

Prif A hem, a hem.! 

Y^ Out. He's dry, he-hems again, on quickly. 

£i!r/^r 5/> Thread bare* 

. Sirfi&r. Courteous gentlemen, if the brow of a mili- 
tary face may not be ofFenfive to your generous, eyerballs^. 
let his wounds Ipeak better thaa his words*, for iome 
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fmall branch, or the lead fprig of charity to be planted 
upon this poor barren foil of a foldier. 

Sir OL Why, how no^v ! What, arms and arts both 
go a-begging ? 

Sir Greg. Pray, let me give 'em fomething, and be 
gone ; for if any difpute ihould happen among us, I 
am able to anfwer neither of 'em : for this iron and 
fleel tongue of his is full as crabbed to me as t'other's 
Laiitt. 

Sir 01. Stay, flay, fir. Til talk ,with 'em a little firft : 
let me alone with 'em, I'll examine both, I'll try whe- 
ther they live by their wits or no. 

Sir Greg. Ay ! if ftarving be living, you may fee 
they do. 

Sir 01. And what ? Do you both beg together 
then ? 

Pri/. Conjun3is manihus profe^Of domnt. 

Sir Tbr. . With equal fortunes, Sir, equal diftrlbii- 
tion, there's not the breadth of a fword's point uneven 
in our divifion. 

Sir Gr^^. Well! to fee what two rich qualicies are 
here caft away upon two poor fellows! 'ad I warrant, 
if a man cou'd bay thefe creatures now, and might 
but kill 'em, and boil 'em down to a jelly, and take a 
porringer of 'em failing every morning, they wou'd fo 
itrengthen one's underilanding, that in a month'stime 
one might be fie for a biihop, or a general. 

Sir Ol. Come, fir, join your charity with mine, and 
we'll make 'em up a couple of pence between us. 

Sir Greg. Why, if a man cou'd but have a Penny- 
worth for his peony, 1 did not care how much I laid out 
with *em. 

y. Out. Save you, gentlemen ! Tiiefe beggars arc fo 
troubleforae there's no paffing the ftreets for 'em. 

%\xThr. Generous fir, do notrdefpife our mifery j we 
were not born to beg ! 

Prif. Ante ohitumfelix nemo^ fupremaque Fata^ 

Y. Out. Pray, gentlemen, what are they ? 

Sir 01. faith, fir, as you fee, Mars and Mercury i a 
couple of poor planets that Jupiter has turn'd out of t heir 



d by Google 



1I& 7Bi Rival Po^.oliw 

fi)Iierc to live by their wits^ and we were j aft about < 
ijbrk of chanty. c6 kindle 'em a new fire. 

y. Out. Hold, fir ! not but 1 commend your 
defigUy. but wouTd not have your charity abus'd 
by the undefecving. Which is he that profefies the 
foldier? • 

* Sir QL He, fir, that has liv'd to (hame the world 
with his profeflioh, witnefs the dangerous and unre- 
warded life he ha^ led ijti it thefe pair of half fcore' 
years. 

Y. On/. In what fervice have you been ?.—You*lL 
pardon my interruption, gentlemen. 

Sir OL Pr^y go on^ fii? ■ ■■- yon feem to under-^ 
ftand '^m.. 

Sir 7br. The firft fervice, fir, that flyfht me a foldier^ 
was thft meinoralile battle, at Jlcazar in Bariart^ whera 
the noble Englifi Stukefy. fell ;, an^whcie^thatrajralPflif* 
tuguexe Sebafthn en<ied his life. 

Yl*0»/, Uilii I TWs can be. no. counterfeit. 
Sir 01. I don^t thin'k you'll find him one, fir. 
Y. Out. But, fir, methinks you don't fhew the marks. 
of a foldier \ Ilave ^you brought home no fcar^ to be- 
your chronicle? ' ' 

Sir 7br. Sii*,^ \ have wotmds, and many,, but in thofc 
parts where nature and' humanity bid me bluih to exf-. 
pofc'em. 

Y. Out. Come, fir, FH try your fcholar too; Pit 
fee if he has learning enough to deferve his being poor 
^-— Yoa have the languages, I prefume, fir ; Ifnean 
the chief, as Hebrew, Syriac,, Greek, Latin, and fo- 
forth. 

Prif. Aliquaniulum non totalittty d^mine. 
Sir (M Na/, Sir,.! have try'd. him* deepen the Latin». 
and Jnaeed find him very well grounded -very well 

grounded. . 

' Y. Out. Then, fir, 1 Ml touch him a little in the Greek*. 
Toia Miois Fat herds OUfooleros Jfinifiy, 
Frif.. Kai Yonkeros Jmigous Bamhoofiomtnou. 
Y. Out. Cheateron ton biton f 
Fa/. Totts Bullous Furfii FUkfockfUas^. 
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, V^ tint, l^pon my credit, fir, a very grcftt maiter 
if the Greek. 

. ^Sif Q/. Why, I fee it, fir*— Thefe's a bottom id 
hfxii ; tlie man's d.eep, 

y* Out. ril only troubl* your parifence widi a littl* 
Syriac, iir -and ihem 

Slr'd/. Opray>Sir 

Y. Out. Kirtfm^ag a dgu nuitb^ll btdtt/k Bretgtiitm 

Pri/. Hapagatby RabgabsflfJhohtthtOn^NaJkd. 

Y. Out. Colpack^ Ruhiftdy gntt^erthimjhi^ag. 

Pri/. iiaffijom^ihiHt Rkfie, Btmgomojb Qaihemch'Na^ 

Y, 0«/. Gentlemen^ I have done; if any xfidh tan 
go farther, I confefs myfielf at a i»tf»/Au. 

Sir Grt^^ Not I, faith, fir, 1 was at my top In ho- 
iieft old Englifh, I was never doHble-tongnMi I thatk 
my hard foi^^ane, 

y. Out% Faiths gentlemeui 'tis pity [lland away a 
little, friend) I fayi 'tis pity felibws fo cndow'd, fd 
)|aali£ed v^idi the gifts of aa^tiU'e and arts,lhoa'd have 
fuch a fcarcity of for tune's benefits > is it not a reproadtj 
think ypu, a fk^me to this imu'-bearted age ? ^ 

t\t 01. 'Tis fo indeed, and a thoafan'd I>it7e8 men 6f 
their parts fhou'd want. When 1 do a thing, I love 
to do it handfomely — Gome, iir, here's my groat* 

y. Out. For whati fir ? 

$ir 01. $ir,^ I love to ice merit fcv^afd'ed; 

V. Out. With a groat, fir ? O I give eih hc^htn j, a 
ihqufand cimej» rather give em; nothing i For my part, . I 
©wn their inisforitines have toiich'd me det^eri afid tlio* 
I have little 1)ut my wits to live by — Here, friendsi 
here's half I have in the world for you j fdur angels to 
^ttide^ jrow to your lodgings) a poor gentleman^s good- 
will at leaft. 

Prif., Ah! GraHas, bemgnifitMe iiiomifie, gratias-qua^-^ 
fiu poffitm maximas habeo. [Seems to nveepi 

Sir OL Sir Greg. This is But an ittdifferefat example - 
for U&. . 

Y,Put. Let me not live if the very joy of their re- 
iief does not draw the tears into their manly eyes! I 
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can't bear the fliock— Here, gciitlemen, there's the 
reH for yon ; take purfe and all, I'm forry 'tis not full to 
ferve you. 

Sir O/, We fhall be undone ! Now where's my wit? 

Sir Greg. Puh ! Pox of Wit ! when a gentleman has 
money; there, you ingenious curs you, there's the de- 
vil and all for you— Come^ come. Sir Nunkle, down 
with your duft I have given 'cm &vt pieces. 

Sir OL Why, then there's as many— I know the 
value of a man of wit. 

Sir Tbr. May foldiers ever defend fuch charities. 

Pri/n And fcholars pray for their increafe. 

Sir 01. They may pray for vou, fir, yop have mend- 
ed the fcholars commons to-day, I believe — But hark 
you, fir, you faid you liv'd by your wits : 1 can tell 
yon if you are often troubled with thefe fits of bounty^ 
you'll (tarve your underfianding. 

y. 0«/. I cant't think fo, fir; the feed of virtue ne- 
ver wants its harveft—— Gentlemen, your humble fer- 
vant. [Ex. 7\ Out. 

Sir Gfif. Faith, fir, I only gave mine to give my* 
felf an air— —For between you and I, a man had as 
good light of a reafonable thief, as a beggar of unrea- 
sonable mifery. 

Ri'inter T. Outwit. 

Odfo ! Here comes the gentleman again^ and I fancy 'tis 
to beg his half back again. 

Sir OL Like enough I Sharp's the word ! we'll have 
half ours too. 

Y. Out. D'ye hear, friends— I mud beg your par- 
doD, here's a fmall gold crown, that lay conceal'd in 
my fob, that 1 had like to h?ive wrong'd you of— but 
now you have all, 1 can aflTurc you. 

Sir 01. A hum I hum ! Brufh off, brufh off, this feU 
low's bewltch'd. 

Sir 9rig. O filly, fhallow-brain'd cur ! 

[Exeunt Sir Oliver and Sir Gregory. 

Sir Tbr* So, herc'a ten pieces for a breakfaft, boys \ 
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- . . -^ ' • » . ,^ 

Y. Out. Pfhali ! a trifle ! a by-blow, only for mirth's 
iake ! Bat we maft have better purchafe, lads ! isfow 
J, want a fourth perfon lor another proje^ that 1 have 
ripen'd. 

Sir TJhr. My wife's your man, fir, 

Y. Ou/, Have you any breeches for her ? 

Fri/, Sir, ihe has worn nothing elfe fince ihe was 
married, I can witnefs, figuratively fpeaking. 

Sir TJbr. Hold your peace. Trope— —But to fpeak 
truth, ihe does not fear the crack of a piftol ; dares fay 
ftaod to a grazier. 

Pri/, Frohatwn futi frofiao^ doffune., 

Y. Out. Good ! Let her be at the rendezvous in her 
mafculine gender. My father has a young nephew 
toming up from the univeriity, whom he &figns for 
orders, Eafy Mafter Cndulous 0«/w/V-*-^We'll meet 
him at the town's end. 

SnThr. And rob him «— 

Y; Out. No ; but he fhall rob one of us, and that (hall 
rob my father of an hundred pieces to bring him off, and 
make him thank me for taking fo little : for tlhere's the 
ambition of my wit, to live upon his profeft wit, that 
has turn'd me out to live by my wils. . , 

Pri/. Cum btrundtnis alts tihi regratulor. 

Y. Out. A man's habit, a fham bag of a hundred 
pound, the hour, the place, the adlion, fhall be at 
night agreed on. And now, my wife father, you fhall 
€iid I'll put my flender portion out to interefl ; foil you 
«ven at your own weapon. 

jinJ t4 confirm yourfelf in mi renatt^ 

rUfrovc at Uafi n^maitU leigitimau. \Etciunt. 
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A C T It 

Scene, sirorwet*smti/e, , 

Eater Cimiiingliim aUae. 

t^un. \XT^^ ^^''€r man fo fairly c.aifght in z'tr^^f 
y V W? own baidng r No provok'd wafp can be 
more troubfefoihe than this old flump of a woman,! 
have drawn after mej I ihptight to have made her my 
ilalking-mare to l^ucmda^ and ihrfc^d o/ ihac the, hag 
{las clapt a bit in my mouth, and rides melikaapo^-^ 
hdrfe, and 'tis impoffible to tVow her; ihe fticfcs as 
tlofe as a faddle— I had no way to get a minute oyt of 
her company, but by telling her I was troubled wlth'i 
diabetes. O! the devil _- „., 



Ehttr XMonferm/s. 



i} --- ,. . »,a 



. Gfiv, Why; hbw. now».f!iiwui^-*^-TsSVb4t, a^i^e 

nalf^hour from me ^ A yoiibg man iboo'd tiiink every 

ininute a month in love. 

Cun. Why, fo I do; my bird-^^-^whilc I am ia ^^our 

cuifed 'company. / . ..... ^. . ,..\.t^^^* 

Go'v. Eh! bird! eh! if t Wjt b^ ruPd, TH build thee 

k comfortable (Jkickering) neil, that will ftand all ftorms j; 

you ihan't need to fear a weather- wreck of your for<^ 

tune ; and oile day it may be youngling feafoa too, and 

then I hope to have thee always near me. 

^^Cun, A pox of your paffion! But hark yod^ 

^keting! Prithee tell me, has m^ good friend, fir 

Gregory, any hopes of facce^ding with his miftrcfs Ltc^ 
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^ov. No> by my faith, has not he> if you'll uke 
my word foPt ; fetting his Worflup afide^ in my mind> 
he looks like a fool. 

Cun, Nay, faith, ne'er divide 'em for that n»atter> 
Fool and WoHhip are n^ fuch Grangers now-a*day8 ; but 
my meaning is, does ihe give any hearty encouragemettt i 
* To be plain,, have they as fair hopes of one ano- 

ther, as (Cufid blefs us I) we have^ 

Gov* Troth, I do not perceive any fuch great For- 
wardnefs in her ! He ofFer'd to kifs her to-day^ and (he 
laid hi^ over the face with her fan, and made his eyes 

water bitterly tho* i wifh your friend, the knight, 

better for your fjtkc; 

Cun. Why, I thank you, bird ■ a nd cbu'd wifh 
with aH my heart, he were as flrongly fure of hci^ as 
thou art of having me. [Chucking her chin. 

Gov. Eh 1 if tkoU didfl but fpeak thy heart now ! 
eh ! he ftion'Ofpeed ne'er the worfe for't. And I'll tell 
you, bird, (for we'll have no feparate fecrets now) Mrs. 
Lttcinda, my charge, thinks well of you., 

Cun, Of me 1 For what, prithee I . ; 

Gov. Why a for my (kkcj child"; (he kiiows 

of your good-will to me, and therefore, upon that ac- 
count, honey has taken a liking to thee ; when we get 
into a houfe of our own, love, (he'll give u« a bit of 
ftuff, I believe ; and if ever (he lives to be goflip, ,the 
babe (ha'n't warrant a coral, (he fays. 

Cun, The babe, quotha ! It will be a hopeful man- 
drake, without doubti that fprings from our conjunc- 
tion. {^AJidem 

Gov, Ah ! (he defigns fuch things for thee, if 1 durft 
but fpeak. 

Ctt». Nay, don't doubt my fccrecy ; tell me. 

Gov, Oh, fye I you muft not make me teli what 
Women fay behind men's backs, child. 

Gun. O ! you mu(l give me leave at lead to give ter 
thanks for't. 

Gov, Noi no, that's my part ; for you mull confidcr 
What (he does for you is only for my fake. 

fJlttP. This is excellent I {Jfide. 

F 
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Qonh. If you fhou'd tell all that I open to you, you'll 
ihame us both ; you may kifs your hafid to her at a 
dii!ance, and blufh, or fb, but I'll allow no nearer con- 
ference; 

Ci(n. Hcy-dey ! you'd be jealous then ! 

Go*v, Jealous ! marry, and there's no true love with- 
out it ; look you, if you'll be rul'd, and not make things 
common, in time I may t^ll you more. 

Cittf. Udfo! your lady ! flie'll fee us. 

G0v» P&ahf no matter, fhe'll be pleas'd withit-^*^ 
eur fajniHarity is her content. 

Effter Niece and Simple. 

, Nieee. This from fir Gregory^ fir ? 
Sim. Yes, madam— ^-*- She's a very pretty creature. 

Niece. Do you belong to him, fir ? ^ 

Sim. Yes, madam. ■■a-hem! fhy« \ ne wo- 
man, indeed, [^^^e. 

Niece. Vt^y^ fir, in what capacity ?-^-^H©w the' 
fellow eyes me ! [Afiae. 

Sim. Madam, I am but his gentleman— ?a-hem ! 

[!Sas himjelf. 

Niece. And pray. Sir, what might be his conceit in 

lending me this wrought handkerchief? Still fct 

clofe! [jifiiie. Seeing Cun. and Gov, 

Sim. His conceit, madam, was, that as that happy 
handkerchief enfolds your fnowy neck all day, fo he 
defires all night to embrace it wiih his knightly arms 
*■ a-hem ! 

Niece. A notable conceit, I promife you. 

Sim. Madam, he has been cudgelling his br^ains thefe 
two hours, to And a prefent worthy your lady (hip's ac- 
ceptance— -*Madam, he was once fending a very fine 
puppy to you. 

Niece. That he might have brought himfelf Ha ! 

he feems to obferve me ! This fellow may be of ufe 
I'll fit you, fir. [4*V/^. 

Gov. Pray mind me, honey ! You do nothing buc 
ilare upon her, I think. 
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Cun. N0| indeedy I was onty obferving that finical 
coxcomb, that fool yonder. 

Gffv. Don't/ tell me ! wKat need yoa look upon the 
fool, wiien I'm here ? 

Cun, How familiar the rafcal is ? [^^^« 

Sim. By the world, I believe fhe likes me ! \jijide. 

Niecek Come, come, ne'er difguife it 1 This prefent was 
above your matter's fancy, I know it ; your wit had a 
hand in't, I'm pofitive. 

Shn. O pray, madam. [-4^^/»^ a Ihiftt*^ 

Niece. Nay^ nay, f muft know. 

Sim. Oh ! O !a ! Since you muft know then^ madam, 
pray give me leave to afk, why your ladyfhip a&s, and 
you (hall know. 

Niece » Nay, if it be your mailer's, I'm foriy for't, * 
that's all. 

Sim. Nay, then don't be uneafy, dear madam— —it 
was mine. 

Niece. Well 1 It's extremely pretty! 1 may depend 
upon't as yoors, fir. • ■ , 

Sim. I wifh i may perifh, madam, if Sir Gregory (for" 
mailer I'll call him no more, if I cou^d have the honour 
to fcrve your ladyfhip) had the leaft hand in it. 

Niece* Then I am eafy Pray, fir, tye it on for 

me.-— Blefs me ! how white a hand you have. 

Sim. O, dear ij^dam, and your ladylhip's neck £0' 
near, I am alham'd you (hou'd look upon't. 

Niece. You certainly ufe art with it. 

Sim. Nothing but almond-powder, as I am a living 
creature, madam. 

Niece. Pray, fir, what's your name ? 

Sim, Samuel Smple, madam. 

Nrece, Simple^ what an innocent found it has?— — 
he gh ho ! 

8irh. Well, fhe*s taken as fure as can be. [Afide. 

Niece. Prithee tell thy mafter one thing ; that nothing 
but a dull Vulcan wou'd have fent a Mars to be the 

ipokefman of his wooing '• — What a complexion's 

Acre ! 

Sim. It is all your own, as I live, nudam. *" 

F 2 



d by Google 



124 ^^' Rival Fools» 

Niece* Such lips too' what dalliance muft in prlfite 
grow upon 'em ! 

Cm. Death ! ihe courts the coxcomb ! 

Gifv. Away, away, (he does but fool with hial« 

A5trr/._SQ ! he's touched, I fec% [Afide.'] Come nearei-> 
prithee^ you muft^ot be fo ftraage! What a foft ^and« 
rill of pleafure's irerc ! ^ \Tukes his band. 

Sim. I'll fwear! and fo there i< ! Well ! there's noie* 
fifting ; 1*11 e'en take pity of her. 

Niece* Thy mailer's hand to thine, i% bear's ikin 
ftufd, compar'd to down of doves. O what a pillow 
for a maiden-cheek were here I Tell me, are you mar* 
lied, fir? 

Stm. No, I ben't ferioufly. 

Nnee. Will you give me leave to fend to you ? 
' Cun. O women ! women ! blind as the falfe love 
you're form'd for. Death ! (he doats on him ! 

Gov* What's that to thee ? Prithee mind her not } ' 
there be thofe that can doat as well as fiic. 

Cmt* Away, burr. 

Gov. How i 

Cffff. Hang qS fleih-hook, faden thy itchy ckfp «pon 
fome dry toadftool, that will kindle with thee, and 
burn and ftink together. 

Gov. Oh abominable ! Why doft thou not love 
jnc? ^ 

Gun. Avaunt Sycoraxi Haunt me no more ! Love I 
die Devil! I tell thee, double dotard, I took thee but 
as phyfick to my diftemper'd llomach, and now thou'rt 
up again, I loath thee filthily. 

Gov. Oh villain ! 

Gun. Doft thoux not fee a fight might turn all lovers 
brains> and make 'em curfe die y^ry thoughts of wo« 
man ? 

Niece* Ha I ha ! ha ! I think I have touch'd him now | 
ha! ha! ha! 

Sim. Ha ! ha ! ha ! 

Niece* Why do you laugh, fir ? 

Sim, Why only 'caafe you laugh, madam. Hi! Iiij 
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Cun, She has but mock'd my folly, fare, or finds not 
yet the bofom of my purpofe. 

Ill try her, and may chance to let her/te, 

A trick to mortify her vanity. [IZx. C^n, 

Niece. I laugh to think of thy mafler now ; how he*d 
flare and curfe if he knew of this. 

Sim. Ha! ha! J can't but laugh at hi «> too : fdr to 
fay the truth, tho' I fay it, that fhoa'd not fay it, he is 
but a fool at the bot om. 

Niece. Well, fir, for this lime, you (hall leave me ; 
]»ut don't you baaH now how my fbolifh tongue has be* 
tray'd my heart ; be difcreet, and 111 fend to yoo. 

Sim. You'll be fure. 

Niece. If you're but iileat* 

Sim. O ! I'm as mute as a manfe in a ch^ele ; Or a 
goofe in a hay-rick ; or a fi(h in a kettle ; as dum'j as a 
dead uoma^. 

Nitce. W^ arc obfcrv'd ; there^s my hand at part^ 
ing. 

$im» And there's mine— — pmh ! e ood-by — ■ 
Ah! [Exit. 

Nieci* So, Governefs^ I need not a& where you have 
been. 

Gov. Oh, child! never was woman fo abfis*d« 

Simple Re-enters. 

Sim. D'ye hear, madam, I had forgot to tell you 
^— — if you think fit. Til come and fee you again in the 
evening. 

Niece. By no means, don't offer it till I fend for 
you. 

Sim, Well, well ; in the mean time, when I'm gone, 

you may think of things a little, as a why, I may 

be convcy'd by ftealth into your chamber, or fo ; I'll 
lie under the bed till midnight, rather than be feen ; 
or you may put me into one of your comb-boxes ; or 
whelm a china bafon over me, or anything: Ah! I 
can creep in at a little hole. 

JNiece. O ! I durll not venture, for my life 5 I charge 

P3 
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you on my love, never offer to come agi^in Wl I fend 
for you. 

Sim. Well, well, 'uerhum fat^ as the Latin faying is, 
A luink to the nuife is enougb'^^t won't let the knight 
know a tittle of this. / 

Niece, By no means ; that wou'd fpoil all : but pray 
be gone, we are fufpcfted. 

him. Well, well ; for the things that are pad then, 
d'ye fee, let us— —lei us tell nobody of it, that we 
may keep 'em fecret. [/« a ivh'fpsr. 

Niece. Well 1 now Til make a firm trial of your 
love: as you love me then, not one word, figh, or 
iyllable more, but take your leave this moment, and 
be gone* 

Sim. Urn, gh, gb, um, gh. 

[Shuts his mouth as umuiUingy and Ex» 

Niece. Ha ! ha ! now do 1 fancy all lovers are much 
the fame fools. How now, Go'vemefs^ what, eating your 
heart with your eyes ? What's the caufc, pray ? 

Gonj. [Crji/tg] Ah I take thou warning by my mif- 
fortunes ; the caufe is falfe man, child : Ah ! lady, 
I have beenguU'd with a Ihioing pebbk for a diamond, 
a very glow-worm, that I thought had fire in't, and 
it proves as cold and brittle as a broken looking-glafs. 

Niece. And bow cou'd your evpcrience befoimpos'd 
upon, to think that fuch a youthful Spring cou'd doat 
upon thy Auiutnn furrows ? 

Gtfv. Oh 1 had you heard him but proteft— 

Niece. I (hou'd have laugh'il at your credulity; didft 
thou not fee me mock thy folly in wanton imitation 
with that fooliih fellow? Cou'dft thou be fo.dull? 
Alas ! thou wert but his bait to fowl with, not the prey; 
the net, the fpringe, the dale to catch another bird 
with, 

Go^. Nay, he call'd me Bird indeed. 

Niece. And thou fo blind not to perceive it was thy 

own daughter tliac he lDve5 there lies his fiege, 

and thou wert only taken as an outwork to the place : 
Examine, and you'll find it fo; farewcU-— ^i'll vex him 
ftiU. [Jfiife.'] L^*//. 
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Gov. My daughter I how ! my own fleih and blood 
my rival ! i'll rival her : Til ferret her afFettion, with a 
vengeance : A young, fly gipfy ! has ihe no fliame in 
her ; no fenfe of rnodefty ; is it £o warm with her al- 
ready ? A brutal flut ! in love with a young fdlowl 
Fob ! he^e ihe comes, Til mumble her : jull parted from 
biin, I fuppofe 

E/2ter Mirabel. 

So, gen tie woman 9 where have you been, pray ? 

Mir, N«-\vhere, mother, hut at work in my own 
chamber. 

Gov, What, in your own chamber too! fine wrrl:^ 
I believe. Come, huiiy, fpeak; and if thou cm ft with 
niodefty^ what h.ivi you been doing witli your htipei./i 
help- mate there ? 

/fir. Help mnte ! 

Geo/. Comr, come, your Cunningham^ hofly ! Don't 
think to impofe upon me ; I am not fo blind wh ^r^ • 
yet, nor dfeai- 

Mir. Dumb, I am fare you are iwt. Pray, M.idam, 
what ails you, are .you not vvell ? 

Gov, No, nor fick, nor mad, nor in my fenfes, nor 
' fleeping, nor waking, nor nothing, nor any thing : I 
know not what 1 am, nor what 1 am not. 

itf/>. What do you mean, mother ? 

Go<v. I mean to be revenged, y.^u flirt. 

Mir. On whom, pray ? 

Gov, On thee, monfler. 

Mir. Revenge ihou'd follow injuries : Have. I wrong' J 
you, madatn ? 

Gov, Ah ! 'tis not your cunning, nor yottr Cuming" 
bam can blind me : Don't 1 know you have the impu* 
dence to be in love with him, you harlot ? 

Mir, J am fure they muft have a great deal 0f impu- 
dence that told you fo ; I never fpoke three word« to 
the gentleman in my life, nor he to me. 

Gov, O aflonilhuig ! 

Mir, I have heard indeed, that he h^s made ibme (£- 
F4 
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fcrs of his love to you, and if he has abusM, or wroBg'd 
your good-nature, fo heartily 1 hate him for't, that I 
wou*d join with you in utmoft malice to revenge it. 

Gov, May I believe thee I 

Mir. You may, upon my life, mother. 

Goy. Then thou thyfelf (halt quit me of his bafe- 
nefs. Ah.! child, he has given me Ixion*$ plague ; ne- 
ver fuch a mafculine cloud fo airy and fo fubtile was e'er 

embraced by poor believing woman-^ But if I 

live, rU have him quitted at his equal weapon : thou 
art young ; follow him ; tempt his dcfires with all the 
fubtlcft baits of woman. He cannot freeze at fuch a 
fpringing beauty : And when thou haft him faft by the 
amorous gills, draw him, dras; him, drown him on the 
hook of difdain, and make this bafe diffembler know, 
thou haft rcveng'd thy mother's wrongs with fcorp for 
fcorn, 

Mir, This is a very odd undertaking, mother ; how 
it may fuccc^d, 1 can't tell ; but I promife you on my 
■word, ril try. 

. Gov* Ah I I'll warrant thee, a young woman may 
bring any thing abo Jt with a young fellow income along, 
and I'll Hip thee at him this moment. [Extunt. 

Enter Sir Gregory, and Simple. 

Sir Greg. Why Sam! Samuel! thou art not (lark 
mad, art thou i Wilt thou not tell me how my miftrefs 

does? 

Sim. Yoormiftrefs! Hi! hi! 

Sir Greg. Yah ! yih I Why what the devil ails the fel- 
low ? Did flie receive the thing that I fent her kindly or 
no, £rrah? 

Sim, Sirrah ! humph. Then to anfwer your queftion, 
and your language in order. ■ Firfl^ 1 muft tell 
you, Knigbe (plain KxigJbf, d'ye obferve me) the thing 
that you fent her, by the thing that you fent, was, for 
the thing's fake that was fent to carry'the thing that 
you lent, (d'ye obferve me) very kindly receiv'd ; fo 
aucb for yoflr queftion: And now for your language--* 
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Firftt fir, there's a receipt in full for all my wages^ 
and nov you owe me nothing. Secondly y There's the 
laft caft coat you gave mc; and now, fir, 1 owe you 
nothing (my waiftcoat's my own, and Til keep it). But 
the Sirrah is yours again, fir. thirdly and laftly, I am 
my own man again : And, Fourthly^ in the Fifth place 
mm. , fare you well. 

^\t Greg. Why, Sam! Sam I Prithee let me fpeak 
with thee a little : I'll lay my life feme hare has crofs'dv 
him. 

Sim. Knight, if you be a Knight, (lop there, and 
don't fet up for a lady-maker ; becaufe, perhaps, there 
are fome ladles tha^ are as fond of making gentleman 
~A''yt fee! As for the lady, whoever fays (he's 
not a fine kdy, a delicate creature, and a perfon of 
perfed honour ; I fay he's a poltroon, a rafcal, and if he 
does not keep his tongue between his t€«eth, I'll give him 
a chuck o'the chin, fiiall chop him in two, and ftrike 
him dumb during life. 

Sir Grtg, Prithee, pox ! why in fuch a paffion, man^ 
I know no body fays any other of her. 

Sim. If you do, fir, I expcft, as you are a man of 
Jjonottr^ you ihould let rae know it . any man 
that dares but think of it in my hearing, fliall hear oE 
it from a per'bn that he little thinks of. People mult 
not fuppofe that fome ladies favours are common ; or 
that promifes and proteilations are things of no tab' 
ment between p.irties and parties : and 1 fay ftill, what*- 
evv:r may have pafs'H between a certain lady and a 
certain party, whom for fake's fake I won't nam? ; iliM, 
I fay, the lady is a perfon of honour j and being a per- 
fon of honour, Ihe is not to be treated but as a perfon 
of honour. 

Sir Greg. Why I fay ihe is a perforv of honour. 

Siat. You fay ihe is a perfon of honour ;. what is that 
td me, fir ? I want to fee the man that does no: fay file's 
a: perfon of honour. 

Sir Greg. If i cou'd not fi d in my heart to 'kick my 
fhoe hi my face, buckle and all, I am an afs,. aad no 
^ejatleman. 

^5 ' 
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Sim.. Kkk your ihoe at me ! Don^ do it^ Knii^bty I 
give you fair warning ; 1 fay, don't do it ; your (hoe's 
bat thrown away if you do ; 'tis but plaguing yourCelf 
to no purpofe. For why (hoa1d not one man have as 
good an eye as another ; and when one man's as good 
as another, why ihould . not a lady pleafe her cwn 
fancy ? Look ye, I name no parties— becaufe I re- 
ally fbifld all this while in the cold««-*but when yon fee 
ihe next, you'll iind, for a certain lady's fake, if there's a 
tally man to be found in Europe, I ihall appear like a 
gentleman. [Exit, 

Sir Greg. If this fellow ben't out of his few wits, 
then I am out of my five fenfes ; cither the fight of the 
lady has bewitch'd him^ or elfe he's drunk, or elie he 
walks in his fleep, or elfe he's a fool, or a knave, or 
both, or one of the three, or fomething or other, I'm 
certain ; Yet, now- 1 think on't, Ihe has not us'd me /o 
civilly as her uncle promis'd ihe fhou'd, tho' that does 
not iignify a fillip ; he fays, t fhall have her, and if fhe 
won't come- to in a fair way, egad fhe fhall faft herfelf 
into a flomach, for Sir Gregory / • [^Exlt. 

Enter T. Outwit and Mr, Credulous Outwit in the Higb^ 
'wajf arnCd. 

y. Out. So, we arc got to the bottom of the hill 
before him ; here from behind this hedge we may feize 
him. 

Cre. So we may, indeed, fir ; but where are the 
other two gentlemen, won't they lay hold on him too ? 
For if the young man fhou'd refift, how do you know 
but he may frighten me, and then get the better of 
you ? 

y. Out, O I they are ready pofled on the other fide ; 
wc can't mifs. Look-ye, fir, if j^ou'il be rul'd, and 
(ravel this' road but one week with me, yon fhall litre 
better upon't all the year after, than the beft preferment 
in your College's gift. 

Cri. Do you really think fo, fir? for, ferioufly, I 
wou'd not do an ill thiog 5 but, really, my allowance 
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from my uncle has been cxtremdy fmall^ and twenty 
pounds, at this time, wouM be an inconceivable fervke 
to me. 

y. Out. With what confideratc good holbandry the 
fool turns rogue ! [jffii/e,] Ay, ay, fir, you'll find 
this a quicker revenue than your yfr Proias, Er^o*!^ isf 
Igitur*Si and 1 am. fure you have Logic enough to prove^ 
tnat Omne utile eft honeftum, . , 

Cre, That's true, indeed, fir; befides* you know, 
Neceffitas non babet legem. And, really, if it were not 
to do me a mighty piece of fervice, I wou'd not do a 
bafe thing, for the whole world. 

y. Out. Nor I, upon my credit, fir : But truly it \^ 
a little hard, that when one gentleman wants ten 
pieces, or fo, that another, who perhaps has ten thou- 
fand, fhall be brute enough not to fupply him. 

Cre, Why, really, fir, that's exadly myca/e;gand, 
ferioufly, I don't know any great obligation one has to 
be fo rigidly jull to fuch fort of people, that a— —really 
■ ■ ■ m a manner, don't deferve what they have. 

y. Out, How quiet the fool's confcience is f ' ■ 
Odfo! take your piilol, fir, I hear fomebody— —let's 
not be feen yet. 

Enter Lady Gentry in a ManU Hahttt Sir Thr. and 
Prifcian. 

L. Gen, Where's Mr. Outfit P 

Sir Thr. There he ftands ready at his poU, behind the 

hedge but, hark you, fpoufe, you mud bate a little 

of your ufual courage in your refiltance, that you mayn't 
frighten the fcholar into a retreat. 

Pri/, He tells you right, ma. 1am. 

L. Gen. Go, fools ! teach your grannams : You are 
always full of your advice when there's no occafion for't, 
Where's the purfe ? 

Pri/. There 'tis, of the comedians coifi, all counters. 

Sir Thr. We'll turn 'em into gold before night, boy. 

h,Gen, Away [Exeunt ?y'i( and Thr. 

Look how that fool loiters now ! Hey, William ! along 
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%om%, aloag f^ die kories, we fta'&'c get to Lmdt» 
co-oigku 

T. Outwit Mmd CxedokMS tmter^ mmdprrfimt Pifidi. 

y. Ogt. Stand. 

Crt. ijir, we arc gentlemen, really under neceffify, 
and hope you . won't ukc it ill ; for, cpco my word — 

for my part re^Uy, yco'II find me vc:y ci\il — ihcre- 

fofe, pray, fir, don't mnke a diihirbance— - — bat, really, 
Con£der yoor own danger \ JU rhe ivkile 

Y. Qui, Blcod, fir, — — deliver, or yoa are a dead 
man. 

Cre. O blefs me ! 

L. Gen, Look yoa, rafcah, I'm alire yet, and till I 
am dead, I'll fre yoa damn'd belcie Til part with a far- 
thing. [Dfazvs.'] 

{Prifcian «W Sir Threa<3barc r:'Jb im from hebiud^ and 
feixi b.r/\ 

Prtf, Nay, then, if you rrc fj hot a (park, ^, we 
m'jft fccnre yoa. 

Cre, O dear 1 I am glad they came. \J/^^ 

L. G/». Well ! Gcndemen, I am in your power, but 
trcAt me like a man, at leaft ; my money, I prefume^ 
is all you have occafion for ; there 'tis, and all 1 have, 
ijidcid ; a good round hundred pieces. 

V. Okt, Is this all, fir ? 

h Gen, My liil far hir.g, upon myhonoor, gentlc- 
jn;n pray, fir 

Ctr, O ! don't hur: the gentleman Sir, yju real- 
ly I(H)^ like a civil gentleman, and if 1 had ihe honour 
to b- better acquainted with you, you'd find me another- 
gucfs iiiai thin you take mc for, I can aflure you ; and 
if ever you tiavel to Cambridge^ fir, I Ihall be very 
proud to fee you io our buttery, iir '-^ 

cir 1ht\ Hufli, is the devil in you I [5/a/i bis mouth. 
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Y. Out. Come, fir, we mull fee are you from follow- 
ing us. 

L. Gen. As I am a gentleman, I never will ftir. 
Y. Out. We don't intend you (hall, fir, for we will 
bind you to your good behaviour* 
L. G'«. Nay, pray, gentlemen. 

Sir nr. We'll x)nly leave you on t'other fide of the 
h«:dge, fir— —Here, do you hold the money, w}>ile we 
fee u re him. 

Y. Out. Away with him [Exit Prif. Sir Thr. and 

La, Gen. 
Why, look you, fir, did not T tell you ? Shew me 
e'er a page in Senaca now, that will furnifii a man fo 
fpeedily ? Here's that will mend your commons with a 
witnefs ! You'll have no longer need to fize your 
belly out with rumps, kidneys, and cues of fingle beer. 
Here's thai will make a beggar fat in a fortnight* 
Aurum palpabile 'Uf potabiL^ fir. 

Cre, Why, really, fir, I am apt to think the gentle- 
man cou'd not want this; for, by his habit, he fsem'd 
to be a perfon of fortune. 

Y. Out, Let fortune take care of that ; you and I 
will never want, fir, while others have it. 

Cre, Why, really, fir, it is but a little hard there 
fhou'd not be a more equal diftribudon of fortune's be- 
nefits. 

Y. Out, Mum, [Re-enter Prifcian md Sir Thread- 
bare.] Is all fafe, bullies } 

Sir Jhr, Secure ; the gentleman thinks himfelf moft 
happy in his lofs, with his fafe life and limbs, and re- 
doubles kis firft vow, as he is a gentleman, never to 
purfue us. 

Y,Out. Away then — Let's difperfe ; Mr. Credulous 
and you fliall bear the purchafe, while I and Prijcian 
take fome other courie : at the Three Cups in St. Giles's 
we all meet ; but rc-member the booty is not to be opeu'd- 
till all are prefent ; the lofer faid an hundred, and it 
can weigh no lefs. 

Cre, Sir, I am fure I wou'd not wrong you, or any 
gentleman of a Ihilling^ to gain never fo much by it. 
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y. Out, O ! never talk of that. 

Sir Thr. Come, fir, PJl guide you. [Sxeunt Cre. CsTThr. 

V. Out. Ha i ha ! ha ! there's the thief that's robb'd ? 

£»ur Lady Gentry. 

L. Geft. Here, Mr. Out*w-t, all fellows now* 
'Y. Ota. ' Twas neatly done» i'fairh, girl ; now to 
turn that bag of counters into current pieces, £sf affum 
tft* You know the place. 

Prif, 1 have told her, fir, the l^hree Cups in St^ 

Gilts'^. 

Y. Out, Good *— Is tYit Conft able s drefs ready 

for Sir Threadbare f 
, Pri/. Ail ready, fir, not a hair of his falfe beard 
' wanting. 

Y. Out. Excellent! The moment he has feiz'd the 
fcholar, then fend me immediate word on't ; then come 
1 in his couiin's own fliape, by mere accident, to bring 
him off. But, father, you muft pay the reckoning ^ 
fincc; you are fo fond of wit, I'll beggar you if you pay 
the price of min^, fir ; for when this cheat's ripe, ^r^ 
you'll find it will beget another, fir ; that third a fourth ; 
and fo onward to an endlefs generation You had 

better come to compofition, father, or I fhall bubble you 
without mercy ; you'li find it cheaper, father, than this 
way of ftarving. me : for I will cheat none but you, dear 
Jather. [Exeunt^ 
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ACT III. 
S C E N E, ^ Garden. 

Enter Niece 4W!r</ Mirabel. 

Niece. A N D fa your mother, to revenge her own 
jTV quarrel to him, has obliged you to make love 
to Mr. Cunningham^ 

Mir, Yes ; is not it a very notable prcge£l ? What a 
fubtle devil muft this love be, when it can make fuch 
egregious fools of old folks ! But I had forgot to tell 
youy madam, I have undertaken to go through wi^th ic 
too. 

Niece. How ! 

fiiir. Not .without acquainting you with it before- 
hand. 

Niece. Oh ! your fcrvant— Try him, you'll find him 
flexible, I dare fay. 

Mir. Ay ; but then how am I fure to be ftubborn my- 
felf ; roy honefty is the be ft part of my portion, and I 
fhou'd be loth to fpoil my marriage by playing the fool 
with him. 

Niece. I fancy there's no fear of that, for he writ itie 
a letter t'other day, and proposed you as a wife for Sir 
Gregory ; 'tis in his power to ferve you, if you can like 
the man. 

Mir. I cou'd like the Ladyfhip ftrangel y ^ And as 
for the man, I had as lief have a fool, as one that's fo 
wife, he'll always think me a fool— — Wou'd he wou'd 
tempt me ! 

Niece. Here's company, let's go into the arbour. 
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Mir, No, I mud beg your pardon my motlicr 

experts mc. lExfunt/verally^ 

Enter Sir Oliver and Sir Gregory. \JVitb Mufic. 

Sir O/. Why, now you take the right coorfe, >ir Grr- 
^^ry— — Muiic will melt her ; I cou'd force her ; but a 
heart, you know, that's gently won, is a man's own tor 
ever. Have you a good concert ? 

Sir Greg. O ! a cuiious noife as ever you faw, Srr— 
Indeed i wou*d have had the lanie women with the dul- 
cimer, and old Grate-ears the blind cymbal j but they 
fent me word they were juft hir'd to play country dances 
at my Lord Mayor's. 

Sir OL Why, fhen (he muft take the will for the 
deed ; a woman muft be woo'd a hundred fevcral ways; 
you may try a thouf nd times before you touch 'emv 
in the right vein ; but fhat once found 1 ah ! they 
lie as fnug and as tame in a man's arms as a fucking 
rabbit. 

Sir Greg. O dear ! ah I f warrant 'em they are pretty 
foft fools when their cloaths are off. 

Sir O/. Why, did you never try, fir } 

Sir Greg^. Yes, yes, 1 have try'dr, fir, but 'twas to no- 
purpofe : I remember the laft time I was upon my knees 
to our chambermaid, fhe run her dbow in my throat 
till file had almoft ftrangled me, and then l>roke my head 
with the bedftafF; to fetch, me to life again. 

Sir O/. Why, i&'t poffible I What, did you never 
make a fool of a tenaivt's daughter ? 

Sir Greg, Never, really, fir, I never cou'd get one to 
hold ftill fmce 1 was barn* 

Sir O/. Hey-dey ! what; come to London with a 
maidenhead, Kc+ght ! A gentleman of your rank, and 
ride wijh a cloak-bag? Never an hoilcfs by the way 
to leave it with f No tapiler's fiften ? nor head- olller's 
daughter ?• 

Sir Greg. O ! well mock'd-, old Witmonger — I keep 
it for your niece. 

Sir O/. Don't fey fo for- flume,^ (he'll laugh at thee;. 
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why, 'tis a batcbelor's penny, man ; he may give it to 
a beggar in the fummer-time, and ne'er be call'd to ac- 
count for it ; the filliefl wife is hot fool enough to ex<- 
pcd it. 

Sir Grig. *Ad, ^oq'd 1 had but known that, I cou*d 
have llopt a beggar's mouth by the wa^r curioufly, that 
rail'd at me, becaufe I'd give her nothing— But now 
for the mafic, fir. 

Sir 01. You'll find her in the garden j her car muft 
reach it ; I'll leave you, fir. 

^ixGreg. Now, ilrike up, my boys,. 

[Mujsc plays and Eye. 
Well ! I'll fay it, this was cruel fine ! ihe muft like it— 
Now, gentlemen, you may go. 

Niece from the Arleur, 

Niece. Whofe could this mnfic be ? 'Twas plcafant at 
the feafon ; it mu(l be Cunningham f Who's there ? 

Sir Greg* Madam, 1 am your humble fervant 
Good- morrow to you. 

Niece. Pihah ! An ill day, and a thoufand follow 
thee. • 

Sir Greg. 'Slife, that's ^x hundred more than an Al- 
manack has. 

Niece. Was this thy odious mufic, then ? 

Sir Greg. Odious, madam ! 

Niece. Horrible 1 Canft thou fuppofe fuch ftufiF would 
pleafe a woman of any tafte ? 

Sir Greg. Tafle ! Why, madam, I did not defign you 
fhou'd eat it ; but if your tafte were never fo dainty, you 
might have lik'd it ; for I am fure it coll me fauce. 

Niece. Sure there is no impudence more provok»ng 
than the dull ftupidity of a fufficient fool ! How durft 
you do this ; wretch I ideot I For had it thou but an 
infed*s underdanding, thou wou'dft have known how 
mortiilly I hate thee. I thought I had enough before 
flbus'd thee: the mocks and fpiteful language I have 
given thee, wou'd have ferv'd ten reafonable men ! In 
my tonfcience ! thou devoured more a^ronts, thaa 
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tweaty midnight drunkards wou'd throw away on 
ftraneers in the ftreets ^ and ftill ihy greedy maw's not 
fatished. All the fcor^ of coynefs, or ill-nature, can't 
fuifice thee. 

Sir Greg. Hcy-dey ! why fure you're not in camefty 
madam ! 

Niece, O ! infatiable ! not yet content ! why, wilt 
thou beggar my derifion ? Jn faith, thou'ft all I have, 
I've not another fcorn to throw at thee : if I knew 
where to borrow but contempt, I'd mortgage all my 
kindnefs to fupply thee. Nay, pr'yihee, leave me, now 
thou groweft unreafonable. 

Sir Greg, Say you fo, forfooth ! I'gad 1*11 fetch one 
then, that Ihall jerrymujnble you. ^ [Exit, 

Niece, So, he's gone with this flea in his ear to niy 
uncle, 1 fuppofe ; no matc«r» I know my cue* 

Enter Cunningham at a iiflancu 

Cm, I met the mufic going away ; but can't yet learn 
what reception {he gave hin>. 

Niece,. Ha ! there's fomebody upon the watch already, 
I fee - ^ Now, \;Afide,'\ to change my noie j.— — 
Indeed, 1 little thought this two days ago. Sir Gregory /. 

Cun. Hal Sir Gregory,/ ^xis lucin^ia^a voice. 

Niece, But 'tis our fooliih nature to affed ill-humour 
moft, where moft we like ! 

Cun, Confufion ! Am I then -fool'd at laft, and by a 
fool ? ' ris e'en fo, faith ; for Fortune has remem- 
ber 'd her great boy ■ ■■and I'm an afs. 

Niece. Of all mankind, at firft, methought, I cou'd 
not bear him We never met but wrangled. 

Cutt, Ah ! cUrfe of your coynefs ; it never comes but 
like a ftorra of hail, to bring fair weather in the tail 
on't. Fair words, I'm fure, may cheat a man, but 
biting and fcratching give him certain hope ; there's 
not one match in twenty made without it ; when their 
tongues quarrel, their lips are fure to come to a right 
4tnderilacding. 

Niece. And yet to fee how flrangely fancies alter ! 
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Cj0i» There is iodeed a wondeifiil variety in 'em ! O ! 
woman ! weathercock ! . 

Niece. I wou'd have fwom od^ 'twooM never have 
bees a match. 

Cum, Fire I I'll hear no more— — — — Hdw couM I 
dream of better than a yoanger brother's fortune ? A 
maid with nothings or fome old ibap- baler's widow 
without teeth i 

Go bome^ blind fool^ and hid thy hopes de/pair. 

Or humbhffix thy ne plas ultra there., ' [Exit, 

Enter Sir Oliver and Sir Gregory. 

Sir O/. You amaze me. Sir Gregory ! fhe cannot fure ! 
ihe won'i I ihe dares not do this i 

Sir Greg. Nay, then believe your own cycs^ fir— — 
There Ac k. 

Sir 01. Let's obferve— — She'« iboughtfiil, 

Ni€€e. Not but you'll find. Sir Gregory^ through all 
thb fondnefs I can difiemble yet ; you have my hearfj 
'ii3 true, JbAt ihall npt kn^w yoo Ivive it. 

SirO/, Wh^t'^-tfcaf?< What's tkat^ 

STr er/^. Hak 1 . 

Niece. For 'tis inan's nature to infult an eafy con** . 
queil ; the food of fadpe^ if 'frajkJdy given, but furfeits 
your defires. 

Sir 01. Why, you Oons, fir ! let me tell 

you, you don't dePrve this. 

Sir Greg. O dear ! why, I don't fay I do, fir. 

Sir p/. You don't indexed ! indeed you don't. \Angry. 

Niece. Thus by the little feign'd abufes that I gave 
you, I now fhall prove your temper, and your truth 
of love ; for if .you- love, I am fure you'll bear 'em ; 
I'm fure, at leall, my heart endur'd a violence while 
I fpoke 'em. 
. Sir 01. Are you a fool now, fir ? 

Sir Greg. O dear ! yes, fir, 1 fee it plain now, by 
my being ^ much in her favour. . 

Sk 0/. JBttt you are out of mine, fir, lean tell you. 
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Offer to fcnv ftrife between my poor Niece and I \ I 
cou'd find in my heart to make her unfay it all again 
Good -morrow. Niece, good-morrow. 

Niece, Good- morrow, fir, and to you. Sir Gregory, 
many fair ones. 

Sir O/. You are a coxcomb, I tell you— How 
doft thou do, child, this morning ?— A fool !— Did 
you flecp well, child ? It's well Fortune took care of 
an edate for thee ; for thou'dll fiarve by thy under- 
Itanding. 

Sir Greg» Ads-heart ! now I'm bang'd o' both iides* 

Niece* i'ray, fir, is there any diiFerence betweea 
you? 

Sir. OL Yes, a great deal, I hope, child ; as much 
fts between a man and an owl. 

Sir Greg, Ah ! ^tis no matter for that ; I'm a Knight 
as well as you, fir. 

Sir O/. Abufe a lady's kindnefs Wilt thoa take 

the air co«dav, Niece ? 

Niece, Indeed the day's inviting, fir; if SxrGngCfy 
will pleafe to favour us with his company. 

Sir OL D'ye hear ? d'ye hear?. Shallow Brains I d'ye 
hear't continu'd to your face, to yonr teeth f 

Sir Greg, Well, well, laud ! why fore !— — -I have 
done, fir. 

Sir 01. Don't provoke me another time, then. 

Sir Greg, Madam y ou have dropt your breafl- 

knot. 

Nifce, Pray wear it, fir ; in time a better favour may 
fall to you. 

Sir Greg. Well, well, I have no malice, mun, I for^ 
give you all. 

Sir 01, Now I leave you to redeem your credit with 
me, let me have a better account of your next attack, 
or [Exit. 

Sir Greg, Ah, ah, ah, you little rogue ! were yon 
caught i'faith ! What 1 I was not to know I had your 
heart, was I! We overheard you, mun, when you 
were fighing alone for fear 1 ihou*d be faife to you. Ah ! 
you handfome devil you, are you not glad to find tnQ 
true now at laft then ? ■ ■ ■ Hey 1^ 
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}ikc4* Let Bie fee— ay, he's out of hearing—- 

Sir Gng. O dear 1 ho^ 1 will fo pay off thofe cherry 
tips of thine. ' \PJf^' ^^ W* ^^* 

Niece. Stand <Qff— — monllcr* \j^trikes bis ear* 

Sir Greg. How ! 

Niecey, incorrigible coxcomb ! Was not thy laft abufis 
Sufficient I A man with half an ounce of brains wou'd 
have died on't^ run to the next tree or river to have 
hang d or drown'd himfelf^ rather than bear Aich infa* 
mous ufage» 

Sir Greg. Ay^ you may well call it infamous indeed \ 
'tis fo ihameful. 

Niece. And will thy groveling fpirit (Hll iendure itj 
then? What villainous, impenetrable. it uff is thy fkull 
made of? Will nothing pierce it ? 

Sir Greg. Yes, yes, affure yourfelf, unkind words 
may do much. [Half crying. 

Niece. And doft thoa want 'em, flint-^head ? Haven't 
I confum'd my woman's fpleen to flir thee ? Will no 
hard ufage batter thee^ 

Sir Greg. Yes, yes* J know you wou'd knock my 
brains out if you cou'd. Why did you not offer to do 
it before your uncle, miflrefs? I'gad he won'd have 
flay'd your backfide for you. 

Niece. Why thou greater ideot than I thought thee^ 
wbu'dft thou have, me tell jny uncle, that I defign to 
fool thee? Pr'ythee call him back, that I may ufe thee 
better) and make thee yet a greater fool— ^^Doft liot 
diou wear shy favour chere ? 

Sir Greg. Yes, and here too, with a pox to you-. 

[^Holding bis band to his enr* 

Niece. If ^hod but knew'ft with what contempt thou 
haft it, how man^ ccn-dial curfifs came along with it, 
thou'dd tremble but to handle it. 

Sir Greg, Pihah ! pox I take it again! I'll fee it burn 'd 
before Til be thus plagu'd vtrith it. 

Niece. No ; on hazard of thy life I charge thee wear 
it ftill, till one that merits it demands it from thee ; 
bear it, like the beaten afs his burthen, from one deti' 
frwnd io another % if mine be but io wife and :appreheii« 
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£ve, «s my opinion fpeaks him to my he^t, it flays not 
long on thy defertlefs head ; I'll make thee, ere I ha*^ 
done, not dare to wear any thine of mine^ the- I ihou'd 
freely give it thee ; but thou malt fweat and trenible 
while thou haft it^ as if fome poifonous toad had crawrd 
Ufpon thy naked breafl, which to remove were et^nal 
horror to endure. Now as you like this^ iir, be trouble* 
£ome another time, and fo good-morrow to you. [Sxit. 
Sir Greg, O ! that I had but the coul-age now to dafh 
my brains out ; ingenuity enough to hang myfelf with- 
out pain : I'm fure it*s time I were dead fome way or 
ether, if a man cou'd but find it out without hurt or 
danger. Who coa'd think now that a handfbme Lady 
cott'd be fuch a devil in her heart ! Laud! if ihe's 
fuch a fury now, what a fwinging witch win ihe make' 
-when (bto's an old woman ! What to do with her the 
devil knows ; fpr if I complain to her uncle, (he'll' 
ufe me better again, and then he'll ufe me worfe ; fo that 
between 'em both 1 am box'd and banned, and fweet- 
ened and four'd, and friended and fooi'd, and blam'd 
and bubbled, and vex'd and plagu'd, and as miferable, 
for aught 1 fee, as if I was married to her, ■ Oh ! 
here comes aiy friend Cunningham^ I'll make my moan 
to him. 

Enur Cimningbam. 

Cun. I cannot tear her memory Irom my heart—— 
She flicks in fpite of refoluticn. 

^iT^reg, O Cunningbamf^ 

Cun. Sir Gregory i the favourite! the vidlor! the 
town's happy man ! 

Sir Greg. P0iah ! pr'ythce none of your jeers upon 
me ; i come to thee for comfort, and thou makefl a jefl 
of my misfortunes I . 

Cun. I, fir 1 what by applauding your fortune, and 
giving you joy of your.fuccets ? 

Sir Greg. O ! pray hold your hand, fir ; I have been 
bobb'd enough already, and now you're for coming over 
me a new wa^ ! 

3 
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Cun, What do you mean? Pray, fir, explaifl yoarfelf. 

Sir Greg, .Wilt thou have the troth in a word ? I 
have been made the rankeft afs that was ever born to a 
thouiand pound a^year ' Pli fw^ar I did not think 

my whole body, cloaths, and all, cou'd have yielded fo 
many fcusvy mangy names> as my ffliilrefs has cail'd 
me. 

Cim. Is'tpofiible? 

Sir Gregf faith 'tis tnie ; (he prefented me with this 
favour before her ancle, and as foon as his back was 
turn'd, ihe feJl a-curfing me fo heartily for wearing it, 
that one fide of my ikuU has ached ever fince, and yet in 
a manner (he forc'd me to wear it too, till a certain friend 
of hers, ihe faid, that better deierv'd it, and to whom (he 
defign'd it as awoken, fliould take it from me. 

Cun* O bleft difcovery ! how have I wrong'd hcrtruth 
and goodnefs ! Sir Gregofy^ now Til prove myfelf y^ur 
friend indeed ! Pull it off this minute ! You are not fare 
of a moment's life while 'tis about you. 1 know the 
man that lies in wait for you and it. 

Sir Greg. How ! the man that lies in wait, fay you ? 

Cun. Ah I plague of her favour, fay 1 1 I prize my 
dear friend's life above a thoufand of 'em Let's 

fee't ' I know more of this bufinefs than you are 
aware of. 

Sir Greg. Do you fo? then, faith, you fhall e'en take 
it, for I'm fure 'tis not for my wearing ; that ihe told 
herfeif. 

Cun. The only true thing ihe ever told you— Thank 
you, iir ; now I am the man that fays, let her fpark do 
his worft, you fhall live in fpite of him. 

Sir Greg. Ah ilr, I'd fain live my time out, me- 
thinks. 

Cun. He that (ays otherwife, muft lie in his throat, 
fir ; for once I'll Hand his fury ; and wear it for you, 
iir. Monfieur Simple may put on as big looks as he 
pleafes, but I'll keep it for my friend's fake in fpite 
of him. 

Sir Greg, Simple ! what is he my rival ! my own man 
that was ? 
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Can, Bv*n he, I can afTure yon* firi ■ *- P»ay 
tell me, did not you iend him to her with a handker- 
chief yefterday ? 

Sir Gteg. Ay, faith, and fo I diJ, and when he cain« 
back he taik'd as big and as pleafanty and as faucy and 
as wild as « madman. 

Cun. This, fir, confirms what I was witnefs o f I 
faw her give him fach encouragements, that nothing bat 
a woman doating* cou'd have made her modcfty fubmit 
to ; and the vanity of his coAqueil, it feems, has ran.thb 
poor fellow diiiraded. 

Sir Greg, Nay» diftra£lcd he mud certainly be, for he 
talk'd to ftii as if he had courage, and Tm fure he never 
had any whea he was in his few fenfes-v-But can a wo- 
man of her ranjfc be fo oppoiite to common fenfe and 
reafon, as to fall in love with fuch a fcoundrel ? 

Cun. Lord I how you talk, fir ? Reafon in love 1 and 
in a woman too ! Why > not one man in a thoufand can 
Pretend to it^ 'tis the prerogative of love to make wife 
folks Wit-alls ; and always the Wronger the pafiion, the 
greater the fcol 1 How many prepoilerous examples of it 
have we about this town, pray I How many young fel- 
lows marry their mother's maids 1 How many rich old 
widows part with their jointures for conjugal comfort 
to wild young fellows, who mind them no more than 
they do thtir eftates, juft take poiTeifion of 'em once, 
and after never come near *em ! And how many doating 
old fellows marry young, girls to bring them heirs, 
perhaps of an enfign's getting ! Nay, have not we feen 
a great lady bring her liable into her chamber, and fall 
in love with her horfe-keeper i 

Sir Greg. Why, did ever love play fuch jades' tricksj 

fir? 

CuJi, O thouiands, ih^iifands, fir ; 'twere cndlefs to 
recite em ; but you are happy in this early warning, fir f 
'tis well you know her, and well you have 'fcap'd her.«— 
If you had married her--~- 

Sir Greg, O Lord, ay ! 

Gun. Vv hat a iwinging flag's head had you had in t 
fortnight f ' .m 
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^\T Greg. Five a- top, I'll warrant her. 

Cun, E'en down into the country again, fir, and let 
ker find fome other fool's head to plant on - ■■Here 
comes her Uncle, not a word to him of what I've told 
you, that may breed ill blood, fir. 

Sir Greg, No*, no, I'll difTemble to him as (he does 
to me, faith away. ' \^Exit Cun. 

Enter Sir Oliver. 

Tho', to fay the truth, I dare not tell him the truth, for 
fear Ihe fhou'd breiik my head for*t. 

Sir OL Well, fiiv are you fatisfied with my niece 
now, pray ?. 

Sir Greg, O yes, fir, perfedly ; I have not the Ifeaft 
fcruple remaining. 

Sir OL I think flie has taken pains to convince you of 
her inclinations. » 

Sir Gr^g.. Lord, fir, I'm a5 well fatisfied of 'em, as 
if I were married to her, I don't think fhe cou*d love me 
better if 1 were her hulband. 

Sir OL You can't imagine how heartily yoii*provok*d 

me, vvl>en you bely'd her goodnefs to me You vexc 

xne to the blood. 

Sir Greg, Why, really I was a fool, fir, I did not 
know half To, much' of her then, as J do now. Phgue 
onher ! \^J^cie. 

Enter Niece. 

Niece^ Ha i the favour's gone, I k^l It muft be Cun- 
ningham that has it ; how I applauJ his apprehcnfioa ! 
His wit has life in it; Til fend him another token for't 
immediately, and by the fame fool of a mefTenger — 
Oh ! oir Gregory, where have you been this age ? How 
cou'd you be fo long from me ? 

Sir OL Well faid. Niece I What, fo fond before your 
Uncle ! What wou'd (he do in pnvate then ? 

Sir Greg, Only give me a kick o'the guts, I fuppofe, 
and call me rafcal. 

G 
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Niic», But Where's my favour, fervant? the love knot 
, I gave you ? 

Sir 01, Odfo ! that's true, Niece, and I never thought 
of it the favour, fir, the love-knot ihe gave you ? 

Sir Gre^. Hah I 

Sir OL What, dumb, deaf, bewitchM— — Oons ! the 
favour, fir? 

Sir Gre^. A pox of all lady's favours, I fay, I'm furc 
they are damn'd troublcfonae to me !— The favour, 
bir ! 

Sir 01. Ay, the favour, fir. 

Sir Grig. Why,' fir, I was way-laid for it by three or 
four fwinging bullies, and they all fix of 'em drew upon 
me at once ; and — look you, fir, in ihort life's life, and 
a favour's but a favour, and fo I parted from 't. 

Niece, O unfortunate woman I my firil kindnefs ilight- 
ed thus! 

Sir O/. Oons ! fir, I muft tell you, I am very loufily 
afhamcd of you : What the devil, have you parted with 
your common fcnfc for ever ? will you never come toge- 
ther again ?— — I mult fecm to tea;[ie him a little — for 
now l.lee his heart is upon her, I don't know but I may 
make him take her i^ith nothing [Jfi^e,] Come, come, 
Kiece, 'twas but a trifle Let it pafs. 

Niece. 'Tis not the thing, fir, but the manner of his 
parting with it tliat grieves me. 

Sir Greg. O diflembling gipfey ! O ! if I durft but 
fpeak now, or cou'd but be believ'd when I do fpeak, I 
cou'd tell a tale wou'd make all her impudent hair Hand 
itrait up an end. 

Niece. Well, Sir, at your requeft, I'll (hew at once my 
duty and my love in forgetting it ; and, lo confirm my 
sffedion ftronger yet- here, fir, pray wear this 

diamond, and let me judge of your fincerity by your 
keeping it. 

Sir Greg. Ah ! you know it won't be long, like a 
cunning witch, as you are ! [-^^e to her. 

Niece. You had beft part with that now, as you did 
with the favour. 

iiir Qrcg. Yah ! why fo I had, I fuppofe, or I Ihall 
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iiave but an indifferent life on't, as you have handled 
the matter, truly. 

Niece, But you mud promife me, dear Sir Gregory. 

Sir Gr/g. Yah I you coaxing devil ! 

Sir Oi, Ah I -why this is as it flxou'd te now — Thcre'f 
mufick in this j no more words then— on Tuefday next 
prepare to tune your inftruraents 5 you (hall flay no longeif 
faith. Knight. \^Slaps bis hack^ 

Sir Greg. Well, well, fir, the fooncr the better. 

Sir OL Niece, you hear me. 

Niece, I'm all obedience, fir Whatever you've 

heard me fay, 7— remember I hate you ftil I— cordially. 

[Exit with Sir OU 

Sir Greg, Ay, ay ! Plague on't— I know your mind 
to a tittle. — Now can't I forbear laughing to hear the 
old knight talk as familiarly of Tue/day next, as if we 
really lov'd one another— —Tho' if I am not damnabl/ 
miflaken, oar weddihg is as far off, as 'twas feven year 
before I faw her. If he fhou^d bring it about, I'^ad he 
muft conjure ; for if he does not raife the devil to fright. 
me into it, I fancy I ihall never have natural courage 
enough to board her. 



Lovers may talk of Joys, 
And pretty toys^ 



And cooing ; 
Pm fare I only find 

Bobs^ hlouoSf and noife 

In my poor HMOoing. \Exii% 



Gt 



Digitized byCjOOQlC 



14^ ne Rival Fools* 



vs^ 



ACT IV. 
SCENE, continues. 

Enter Sir Oliver, and ITcung Oat wit. 

Sir Oh /^ That ever I was born ! or fliou'd live to 
\J have a.Yon, whofe face is the fore- runner 
of ill-fortune ! I never fee thee without fome vexation 
at the heels of thee. I knew there was znifchief in thy 
\cTy looks ; that before thy mouth opcn'd, ill news 
wouM come out on*t. 

y. Out. With fubmiffion, fir, I think I bring you 
very good news, to give you timely notice how you 
iBay favs at once your kinfman's life, and the perpetual 
infamy that his TuiFering the law wou'd bring upon your 

family None of our name were ever hang'd 

yet, fir — ^What a miraculous efcapc it was that I 

heard on't ! 

Sir OL Ah ! wcu'd thou hndft never heard on'^t. 

Y, Out, Ay I that's true too, fir, fo it had never 
been done ; but to fee how critically fortunate fome 
people are ! Sir, if I'm alive he was cariy*d to'jufticc 
Bind ever* s door, nay the conftable's hand was upon 
the knocker, and that I fhou'd (before he had power 
to raife it) jufl flep in to his redemption, was, 1 confcfs, 
prodigious : in two minutes more his Mittimus had 
b.cn fign'd for Ne^w^^te^ and then at fuch a jundlure 
loo ! the feiSons on ^Ihurfday ; condemned on Friday j 
ftntence on Saturday ; dungron on Sunday, and a 
Pi'alm in a cart on Monday .-'terrible 7yhurn ceremonies, 

fir! 

Sir O/. Prithee no more On't ——I don't like th: fub- 
jed— -Where did you leave the wretch i 
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Y. Out. He's in the conftable's hands now, in the 
Hallf fir— —And, poor gentleman, his accQfer 
with him. 

Sir O/. What is his accufer ? 

Y. Out, Oh! a judge's fon, they tell me, fir; one 
(hat in a fit of malice will hang a man, and it fhall not 
cofl him a farthing. 

Sir 01. Ho ! within there ! 

Enter a S€r<vaia. 

Call up the folks in the HaU 1 had much hope of 

' him for a fcholar too ; a thing thou wert never fit for : I 
had placed half the comfort of my life in him. 

Y. Out. If you are wife, he may be redeemed ytt fir. 
Sir 01. Cou'd I but lop him from my family, he 
fhould bang for me ; I'd fave no thief, to make the 
proverb good upon me. 

Enter Sir Threadbare aj a Conftable, <whh Credulous, 
and Lady Gentry, (as a Man,) 

Oh ! your fervant, fir,— you are in a hopeful way, 
indeed. 

Ore, Ah ! fir, I am a ruin'd creature, 'tis true 

but don't, ah ! don't kill me quite, fir ; your reproaches 
are as terrible as the gallows 1 deferve, fir. 

Y. Out. Nay, good fir, don't grieve him, and hurt 
yourfelf too. 

Sir O/. Hold your peace, fir Come but once 

in feven years to fee your Uncle, and then brought 
home by a conftable ! 

Y. Out. Dear fir, don't fpeak fo loud, for your own 
honour's fake : don't profefa to love a man of wit, and 
fhew none yourfclf, fir. 

Sir O/. Di/Tolute villain ! Are you the gentleman, 

fir, that fay you were robb*d by this perfon ? 

L, Gen. The unfortunate one, fir, that fell into the 
hands of four highwaymen, whereof this fellow, 
whom, for manners fake, 1 wou'd call your kinfman as 
G3 
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ittle as I cou'd, was one ; the reft are fled, but I may yet 
©Tcrtake 'em, fir, and 1 have fworn to hang one of 'em, 
tho' it cod me h\Q huncjred pound in the profecution. 

Sir OL O gracelefs rogue ! 

y. Out, Not fo loud, good fir. 

Sir OL WevQ thefe your College-Lcftnres ? thefe your 
degrees, {ixl Kinc years at the Univcriity for this 
fellowfhip ! 

y. Out, Take your voice lower, dear fir. 

Sir OL Well, fir, what was your lofs, pray ? 

L, Gen. The conftable can tell you that, fir* 

the money's yet untouch'd in his hands ; 'twas an hun- 
dred pieces when I fill'd the purfe, fir— but 1 fha'n't 
receive it. 

Sir OL Not receive it ! Pray why fb, fir ? don*t yo* 
own it all you loft ? 

L. Gen, All the money, fir— but I had a diamond 
ring too, which one of his gang took a fancy to ; it 
was the inftrumcnt of a firm contract between a great 
lawyer's daughter and myfelf. 

Y. Out, I told you what he was, fir ! Pray, fir, what 
dees the diamond concern this, gentleman ? 

L. Gen, As much as my money did, fir ; h^ fiiall 
anfwer both, now I have him, or fwing for*!. 

Y. Out. Look you, fir— —don't be perjt— *— for, 
blood ! if I meet you in another place 

Sir OL Is the devil in you ? 

L. Gen. Pert, fir ! 

Sir OL Are you mad ! 

y . Out. What does he mean by fwing for't ? 

L. Gen. The gallows : If you have a mind to hear 

of me, fir, you'll find me at the feflions Mr. Con^ 

fiahle^ fecure your prifoner. Death, fir, I did not come 
here to be brow-beaten. 

Sir OL Hold, fir ; pray let me fpeak with you. 

Ore, Ah ! dear fir ; \Grying\ ah 1 don't anger him, 
good coufin. 

Sir OL Now who's the fool ? Was this a time, when 
we are in his power too— —Pray, fir,, what will faiisfy 
you? 
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L. Gen. Sir, I expcft the fum in my purfe unbroken, 
and an hundred marks. 

y. Out, A hundred rafrals. 

L. Get8. No, fir, nor five hundred fuch, with you at 
the head of *em. ' . 

Y. Out, Blood 1 fir— —take your courfe, you iha'n't 
have a fhilling. 

Sir 01. Oons ! is the fellow drunk ? Do you know 
what you fay ? 

Y. Out. A hundred dogs-dungs ! ——death, fir, 
do your worft. 

Sir OL You do yours, I'm fure. Who's loud now, 
fool ! 

Y. Out, Blood ! an hundred marks ! 

Sir 01, Wou*d you have the fellow hang'd t 

Y, Out, N^y, fir, 1 afk your pardon— you may do 
what you pleafe, but if it were my bufinefs— if h« 
wou'd not take three- fcore pound, I'd fee him rot be- 
fore I'd give him a fanhing. 

L. Gen^ Sir, I (ball not bate you a fingle half-penny. 

Sir O/. And, pray fir, what's fcven pound more, thac 
all this coil's about ? 

Y. Out, Nay, fir, pleafe yourfelf ; if you don't think 
feven pound worth faving, with all my heart. 

Sir O/. What's that to you, fir, fave your own mo- 
ney— 'twou'd be mighty wife indeed,* in fuch a cafe 
as this, wou'd not it ? Go, Mr. Wi/dom, live by your 
wits, go. . . - 

Y. Out. I praaifc all I can., fir. 

Sir OL Blockhead ( Sir, If yi\i pleafe to walk in- 
to the next room, I'll pay you the money, and Mr. 
Ccnftahle, pray do you be'witnefs cf the full fatisfadion. 

Y. Out, Hark you, fir-, fince Vou will play the fool 
one way, be wife another, st leafl • dbn't givti your mo- 
ney for nothing, for 'tis all lod if you don't Hop the Con^ 
ftabiys mouth too. 

Sir OL Dear Mr. Impertinejice, keep your wifdom for 
your own afFairs-— Why cou'd thy thick fcull imagine 

now I did not defign to tlo that of myfelf -As for you, 

my precious kinfman, whom I defign'd for a Weljh paf* \ 
G4 
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tor, I will now turn out like a wild goat, to graze up- 
on the Weljb mountains — go— Will you pleaie to walk 
this way, 'Genilemen ? If l had been rul'd by you now. 
[Ex. Sir 01. la. Gen. and Conilable. 

Y. Out. 1 am very forry for your misfortune, coufm. 

Cre. O dear ! O miferablc ! What will become of 
me \ 

Y. Out. I'm thinking what courfe of life you can 
turn yourfelf to. 

Cre. O \ good fir ! I wou'd turn to any thing that's 
honeft. 

Y. Out. Ay, that's the thing, fir, honeft ! Why you'll 
fiarve in any bufinefs of that kind. 

Cre* Why then, can you think of any other thing, 
coufin, that you are fure a man cannot be found out m ? 

y. Out* Nay, that's not the thing neither ; for a 
man may be a profell rogue, if he has but induftry and 
affurance enough to go thro' with it ; if you were bat 
clerk to fome fuburb Jufticc of Peace now ■ or in- 

former to the Society— or— it's a mighty matter to 
have the proteftion of the law— — 

Cre. Ay, fo it is, indeed, coufin ; I believe they'd 
find me for their purpofe ; for tho' I fay ic, I am a man 
of very reform'd principles, 

Y. Out. ril ihmk of fomeching for you. 

Cre. FrsLy let it be fafe tho', good coufin » 

Y. Out. I'll warrant you. 

Enter m Servants . 

^er*v. Mafter Credulous, your Uncle defires you tm 
forbear the houfe, and has order'd me to take you a 
lodging of twelve-pence a-week, in Tbie*ving*Lane, and 
when the fervants have din'd, he fays he'll fend your 
diet every day from their table. 

Cre. Ah ! this is an unfortunate welcome, coufin. 

Y. Out. 'Tis fo indeed— I'll do what I can for you, 

Cre. Do you think, coufin, I cou'd not pick up a 
penny by writing a Neivi-Paper f 

Y. Out. Humh ! Why that's a good thing too ; but 
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rm afraid, coufin, your invention is not quick enough 
for that ; but I'll think of it. 

Cre* Pray ye, do— You*ll bring my coufin word 
where I lodge. 

Ser'u. Yes, fir.— 

Y. Out. rii come and vifit you. 

Cre, Ah ! coufin, you are the only friend I have in 
the world — good-by. \^Exeunt Credulous and Servant, 

Y. Out. So ! This was the luckieft cheat I e'er 
claim'd ihare in; of double profit too— puts money 
in my pocket, and him out of favour, that (lood be- 
tween me and my expectation : my father's Cambridge 
jewel, much fufpedted to be his heir; now I think 
there's a bar in's hopes. 

Enter Sir Threadbare, and Lady Gentry, vjtth Money. 

Sir Thr. It chinks, it chinks ; make hafie, boy. 

L. Gen. Where fhall we meet ? 

Y, Out, Meet! death! we'll never part— —let me 
kifs thee, dear rogue, thou haft perform d to a miracle 
—By Mercury, \ cou'd dwell upon thy lips for ever. 

[Ki£es her^ 

Sir Ti^r. Hold, hold, fir, that's no part of the booty. 

L. Gen. What have you to do to bid him hold— — 
cou'd not I have done it myfelf ? 

Sir Thr. Ay ; but if you ihou'd have forgot, you 
know, fpoufe— 

L. Gen. Plhah At the old place in St. G.les's. 

Y. Out, Vll be with you in a half an hour. 

[Ex. Sir Tar. and L. Gen, 

Enter Cunningham and Mirabel. 

'Mir. It feems then, fir, I'm deceiv'd ! Why, I have 
been told by twenty people, you were diredlly in love 
with me. 

Cutt. No, you're not deceiv'd, for I dare fwcar you' 
did not believe any one of 'em. 
^Jir. That's more than vou know, perhaps, 
^ S 
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Cun, Tm fure on't-s — for when men fay they, Iov« 
without hope, they lye. Now, pray jay your hand 
upon your heart, and tell me, did you ever give me the 
leaft encouragepient ? 

Mir. Now, fir, pray lay your hand upon the fame 
place, and tell me, did I ever fhew yoji any iign cf my 
diflil^e ? 

C»«. Perhaps no— —but if you had, I might 
have cur'd that by flattery; but you do worfe, you fhew 
indifference, and that's the devil to get over. 

Mir, How do you know but a little flattery may cure 
that too. What the duce, have I nothing about me that 
deferves a civil thing to be faid to it ? 

Cun, Have I any thing about me, madam,* tiiat d«- 
ferves to be laugh'd at ? 

Mir, You are the moft phlegmatick creature. 

Cun. And you are the merrieil gentlewoman. 

[Leering^ 

.Mir, Suppofe I really loved you, fir ? 

Cun, Why then, if I were not very phlegmatick,. you*d 
be ruin'd ; for 'tis* flx to four I fhould like you ; and if 
1 fhou'd marry you, I fhou'd ruin myfelf.' 

Mir. Are you then really fo indifferent as you feem 
to be ? 

Cun* Are you not wifer than you feem to be ? 

Mir» Why, whatails me f 

Cun. You feem to me, either to be out of. your own 
wits, or think me. out of mine v Now if you'll give.me 
leave, I'll propofe a thing to you, which muft, at leaft, 
prove one of us mad, if we (hou'd not agree to it ;. tho\ 
don't fuppofe^t the fame time, I don't think you a very 
pretty creature ; but I n^ou'^ have you a wife one too. 

Mtr, Pray inftrudl me, fir. 
^'^un^ Why, you know Lucinda and Sir Gregory sltc 
defigned*^to marry one another, and have both a great 
deal .of money ; ,now you and I haviftg very little, do 
you think 'ik wou'd not be better, if you took i>ir Gre- 
gory y and I Lucinda ? • 

Mir. Nay, the thing wou*d be more reafonable, I con- 
fcfs : but Uqw are they to be taken \ That's the queftioa, 
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Cun. As they do woodcocks, in a fprin^e : rel^ you 
upon my condufl, I'll fecure you the Knight; in the 
mean time you muft help me to crack the ihell of the 
lady's coynefs, by wearing this favour. 

Mir, Why, fhe fent it to you. 

Cun, Therefore you muft wear it I find her a 

little hard in coming to, and have no way but jealoufy, 
to extort a plain confeflion in ray favour. 

Mir. Well, I'll wear it, do you look to thcconfequence, 

Cun. I'll warrant you Now you have fenfc ■ ■* 

Odfo! here comes the Knight meet me here in a 

quarter of an hour, I'll give inftru6Uuns (that are in- 
fallible) about him. 

Mir. Then I'll own you have fenfe. [Exit Mir, 

Enter Sir Gregory, 

Sir Greg, O dear Cunningham ! I am ovcrjoy'd I have 
found thee ; I have been hunting for thee, till I'm all 
over in a fweat. 

Cun What's the matter, fir ? 

Sir Greg. O man ! I want feme more of thy friendly 
advice— I have got a diamond here, which I dare as 
well be burn'd as keep,^ and for the heart's blood of me, 
I don't know where to find its mailer. 

Cun. No; that's hard, faith! 

Sir Greg, It does belong to fcmebody, I'm fure — ~ 
A plague on him, wou'd he had it, for I'm all over in a 
bath while 'tis about me, and fhe that fent it too is fo 
damnable wafpifh, I had as good run my eyes into the 
fire, as look her in the face till I have parted with it. 

Cun, Ha ! from Luanda^ my life on't let's fee. 

[Looking on the Ring ] O ho ! my friend, have I 
found you, 'faith— —rgad this was lucky. 

^\xGreg, Hah! What, dti^t Cunningham ! 

Cun. Do you fee that litde flaw in the corner fparkle, 
fir? 

Sir Greg. Where ! where, pray ? 

Cun, Why there, jull at the foutU-eaft end of iht 
, north-angle, 

G6 
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Sir Greg. O la I ay, I fee'c now. 

C««. This is that very ring, fir, that & much blood 
is threatened to be fhed for. 

Sir Greg, Hah ! [Frighted. 

Gun. A tun at leaft. 

Sir Greg, O la ! why that's more than a man has ia 
his whole body. 

Cim. What a prodigious eftape have you had, that 
this ftiLvuld fall firft into my hands ? 

Sir Greg. O dear, ay ! Well, am I difcharg'd on't 
then ? 

Cutt. My life for yours, now, fir—— [Draws, - 

Sir Greg, O la ! What are you a-doing ? 

Cun, What a man of prudence fhou'd do, fir 
ftand upon my guard while 1 have it about me— 
let him come to my face, I dare the rafcal. 

Sir Greg, WeH ! what a comfort *tis to have a friend 
behind one's back ; I fwear, dear Gunningbam^ I am 
almcft afham'd to fee thee venture thy life thus for me : 
Ods-heart ! my blood rife s to fee thy courage. Od ! 
I'll draw, and fland by thee, though 1 fright myfelf ne- 
ver lb much for't./ 

Gun. By no means, fir : more than one to one*s a 
difhonourable feat. 

^vcGrcg, V my confcience I fhall owe my life to 
thee. * . 

Gun, You over- rate my fervice, fir tho' I own I 

bave. been thinking of a thing that wou'd really deferve 
your thanks. Suppofe, fir, 1 ftiould get your miftrefs 
for you ? - • 

Sir Greg, Ah ! dear friend, there I'm afraid thy 
gof d-wUl'f bigger than thy wit. 

Cuu. Why, does fhe abufe you flill, fir ? 

Sir Greg, O moft damnably ! Every time worfe than 
other : and yet that old fool, Sir Oliver ^ thinks as con- 
fidently the day holds on Tuefday^ as if {he did not wifli 
me at the devil : fir, file's fo familiarly us'd to call me 
names, that, I believe, in the very church ceremony, 
fhe'd fay, /, fuch a one, take thee Rogue to be mj redded 
Rafcal, 
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CuH, Well, fir, dare you leave all to me yet ? 

Sir Greg^ Faith that's jufl leaving nothing to the e ■ 
for I have no more hopes of her, than a drummer has 

of a regiment 1 may put her in mind of her duty, 

but 1 fhall never command her. 

Cun, ril warrant you, fir, I have a device ihall con- 
trad her to you, whether fhe will or no, and that when 
Ihe lead thinks on't. 

Sir Greg. That's the only way, indeed ; for if ever 
fhe thinks on't, you'll as foon perfuade a bear to the 
ftake, or a gaming lord to wave his privilege to a 
tradefman. 

Cun» She feems kind in publick, at leaft ? 

Sir Gfeg. O la ! . yes, fir, before xompany fhe'll 
wheedle, coax, and lye, like a mifs to her keeper ; but 
in private ihe is as wild, as fierce and curll as a cat in a 
garret. 

Cun, Still the greater will my friendfhip prove 
Look you, fir, here's a letter which 1 had juft writ to 
her in your behalf, give it yourfelf, and if you don't 
immediately find an abatement of her feVerity to you, 
fay 1 have deceived you. 

Sir Greg, Til give it her this minute and if thou 

makeft thy words good, I'll give it under my hand, that 
thou baft more wit than a conjuror— {Exit. 

Cun. Ha ! hi ! how greedily the gudgeon gobbles a 
cheat! 

"" £«/^r Mirabel. 

O j you are come in time. 

Mir. Weil,' fir, what fuccefs ? 
- Cun, Follow the Knight, watch him clofe ; you'll fee 
him give a letter prefently from me to the lady ; 
when fhe has read it, do you enter, and alk him if he 
has not-«ne for you, which, as he well may, he'll cer- 
tainly deny ; no matter, do you affirm he has, and from 
that hint, work op her jealoufy ; yet feem fearful of 
difcovering names, till you affedi a prudence in retiring. 

Mir. What a malicious creature do you make me ? 



d by Google 



1^8 7i^/ Rival Fools. 

Ctm, What a faint woo'd you make yoorfelf Xiow ? 
Can you make me believe you don't a little naturally 
hate a woman that has faid ^ou have a face as brown 
and rough as a French roll ; and tho' you have been 
beating upYor a hufband thefe two years, yet you have 
not rais'd one man chat wou'd ever put you to the ques- 
tion ? 

Mir. IXd you hear her fay fo ? 

Cun, And ten people more, at the fame time. 

Mir^ Better be beating up for a hulband, than beatea 
down to the price of the fird man that does aik her the 
queftioUy as ihe is by you, fir. 

Cun. Poor fjpiteful animal! [J/dc] Look ye, ma- 
dam, the more liberty you take with her, the fooner you 
finifh my profpeft, and give me leifure to bring yours 
to perferaon. 

Msr. I ihall return the liberties ihe takes, I believe. 

Cun. The way's before you. 

Mtr. Away ! Hah ! hah ! [Exit. 

Cun. So ! fhe's in fine order for my bufiaefs, which, 
barring the Devil's ftepping in between, I think can't 
fail— 'Hey-dey ! What have we here ! Another fool, 
the very fpawn of his mailer, and, if poflible, more ri- 
diculous. 

JEnUr Simple, /antafiically dreft. 

Sim, Sir, I am your obedient, humble fenrant. Pray, 
fir, can you do me the favour to inform me how the 
party does ? 

Cun. The party ! He takes me for a fcrivener fure 
■ Pray, fir, which of the parties do you mean ? 

Sim. Excufe me, fir, I name no names but 

I am under feme obligations to a certain party, and 
wou'd willingly bring matters to a conclufion ; but, 
really, I don't find that 1 have heard from *em, 

Cun. Oh ! upon my life, 1 know her. 

Sim. Not from me, fir ; you don't hear me name her ; 
know what you can, talk a whole day vvith me, you'll be 
ne'er the wifer, you'll find nothing come from me, fir. 

Cun. I dare fay, fir, nobody will expei^ it; but. 
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really, yotj are foremarkably honourable in your afnour» 
that all the world talks of your fecrecy, I mean to Sir 
Qli'ver's niece, fir, 

Sim, Sir, you aftonifli me ! I thought all the world 
had known her name was a fecret. 

Cun, That's the reafon fo many people whifperit, fir. 

Sim, Well, fir, they can't fay it came from my lips, 
however : But, fir, I have been informed in my late re- 
tired walks, 'twixt Paddington and Pancrafsy tnat there 
have been certain favours and tokens fent me from the 
party, (whom you can witnefs I ^lever nam*d) and thefe 
tokens, fir, really have never come near me. 

Cun, How ! Pray, fir, what were the tokens ? 

Sim, A love-knot and a diamond, fir Really, 

the thing is not well- I am apprehenfive of fome 

diihonourable pral^lice again (I me. 

Cun, Sir, your apprehenfion's goodj and if you'll 
take my word, Sir Gregory is the man that wrongs you j 
mere fpite and envy oC^ your fucccfs with his miftrefs : 
for when you were at Paddington ^ he intercepted the 
gifts at Pancrafs, 

Sim, Tray tor! His miftrefs too! Poor animal! He 
had never known what it was to appear like a gentle- 
man, but that I fometimes, in pure friendfhip, us'd to 
drefs him ■ Sir, do you think I ought not to de- 

mand the combat of him ? 

Cun, Tro'h the wrong deferves it, fir 5 but if you 
cou'd be revecgM on him without tiiat hazard, wou'd it 
not be better ? 

Sim, Sir, I fear no hazard, where the honour of the 
party is concern'd : be/ides, I know him to be a rank 
coward. 

Cun, Nay, then a man mig|jt venture : Cut hov/ will 
the lady bear the apprchei^fion bf your danger ? 

Slm^ Why, really, thati gives me fome concern ; and 
'tis poflible the fright mi|fht kill her; t};erefore I don't 
know if a private reveng*; wou'd not do the thipg alto- 
gether as well. Pray, fir, what was your propofal? 

Cun, Why thus fir ; I have already promis'd toconr 
tra^ him to Mrs. Lucinda, your miilrefs, by a device; 
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i^ow when he thinks he has bobbM you of the lady^ yoit 
ihall ftand behind the z^ms, and be a witnefs of his be- 
ing bobb'd, by my putting a falfe lady upon him. 

Sim. Sir, deftroy me, but this wou'd make me laugh 
immoderately. 

Cun, We'll fob him, Hr, here's my hand on' t. 

Sim, Sir, no perfon alive woo'd be more tranfported 
to fee him well fobb'd, than myfelf: But now you talk 
of fobbing, fir; really, I muft tell ypo, I begin to 
wonder why the lady does not fend for me, as «\ell as 
to me, according to her word of honour ; for, J proteft, 
I have kept out of town (to keep my word) thefe two 
days, — on purpofc to be fent for : And, really, upoa 
my credit- ■ ■! am almofl flarv*d with walking. 

Cun. O ! walking gets a flomach, fir. 

Sim, Ay, but then it gets one no provifions, fir ; not 
but I had a fiomach too, but then I loft it again, and 
got it again, as often, fir, as a man ihall get and lofe 
the fight of PauPs, in a walk to Chelfea. 

Cun. Why don't you go to her yourfclf, fir ? 

Sim. Sir, there's a trifle call'd a vow has pafs'd be- 
tween us to the contrary, which renders the thing im- 
. poflible : But, fir, fiiall 1 beg the favour of you, if you 
meet the lady's footman running before her empty 
coach, in an orange-tawny livery, that you wou'd di- 
reft him and-the horfes now to IJlington, for I can't but 
think file will fend for me yet. 

Cun. Sir, I'll certainly do it You are going thi- 
ther ? 

Sim. This very minute, fir, and fliall not return till 
fcnt for ; and there he'll certainly find me, looking upon 
the pipes and whiftling. [£;r;V. 

Cun. Ha 1 ha ! A pretty amufement for a lover truly, 
tho' I think there's but little dtfference'in the heft of us. 

But now to my own affair The favour and the ring 

give me fair hopes, indeed 

They Jhou^d he Jigns of her affe£ilon*s truth. 

But I muft ft ill pur/ue my furer proof, [ Exi t^ 



d by Google 



'The Rival FdOLS. 161 

, Enter Niece, and Sir Gregory. 

Niece. A letter for me ! 'tis impoffible I Nobody of 
common fenfe cou'd fuppofe I'd receive it from thy 
hands— ——Why wilt thou follow me, to provoke mc 
Hill to abufe thee ? 

Sir Greg, Look ye, forfooth, don't you be too haffy 

neither, left. upon reading that letter you fhou'd find 

reafon to think better of me, and tlvn look like a fool 

-for all the confident things you have faid and done to 

me. 

Niece. Prithee, dear ideot, don't have fo much af- 
furance— is it not enough I do ihee the grace to re- 
ceive this from thy hands, (a thing that almoll makes 
me fick to do) but you muft talk too ? 

Sir Greg. Well, well, Mrs. Frumps, do you read the 
letter, pray, and then your tongue will run another 
tune, I belieye. 

Niece. Stand awiy farther — farther yet — ^you 

ill manner'd changeling— did not you fee I was go- 
ing to read it ? 

Sir Greg. Oh ! oh ! I may ftay in your fight at leaft ; 
you did n 't ufe to endure me in the fame room : the 
very fuperfcription has done fome good upon you, I 
fee. 

Niece. Ha ! 'tis Cunningham's hand ! But what an'odd 

direftion 'tis — To the faireft in the family 1 think 

I may venture to take it to myfelf without vanity — I 
wiong his wit to doubt it. How pleafant 'tis to make 
this fool the mutual mefTenger of our amorous fecrets, 
and his own difquiet. [/i/tde. 

-Sir Greg. O ho ! (he nods at me already : Ah ! it 
will aH come in time. 

Niece. Is it poffible thou canft laugh yet ? I wou'd 
have undertook to have kiil'd a fpider with lefs venom 
than 1 have fpit at thee. 

Sir Greg. Pfliah ! I don't mind you now, mun. Read 
your letter, will you ? 

Niece. Back then, owl's-face ■ ■ \^Readt.^ Take 
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if Oi afrocf of lo*ve, that feryurfake I mortify another's 
'vanitj : A folly* that needs hut little art to flatter it^ and 
jv/, if rightly us'd^ nuvf fer'ue 

Sir 01. [fFithin:\ My Niece? why th«rc (he is, 

in the next room. 

Niece. Ha J my iJncTe^s coming! Sir Gregory! 

why do you keep that diftance i Vou did not ufe to be 
fo ftrangc ! 

Sir Greg. Ah, ah, ah your fevantj forfooth ! What, 
il your proud flomach come down then ? And now, ma- 
dam, 1 have a word or t>vo to throw in yoor ear t- Look 
you, madam, in the firil place — 1 

Niue. He don't come yet ; why thou faucy liTue of 
fome marching grenadier! how dareli thou ofiFer toccmc 
near me, tho* I cail'd thee ? Til make thee know, that 
to obcy's as criminal as to contradict me. 

Sir Greg, Ads-heart, maiam 1 you'll find I won't taki 
things as I have done : I'll contradict you in fpite of your 
teeth, and obey yon to plague )ou, and you (hall obey 
me, tho' I plague myfelfj for I'll marry you whether 
j'ou will or no; nay, tho' I have no mind to it myfelf: 
only for the trick's fake, I'll trick, madam, and make 
you as miferable a wife, as you wou'd me a horrible 
hu.^and ; and there's the refo'.ution of a provok'd 
lover, that in pure revenge will throw himfeU' away 
upon you. [Going. 

Ni(ce. The fool begins to talk reafon. 

Enter Mirabel. 

Mir. Sir Gregory, your fervant I Pray, fir, have you 
no letter for me? 

Sir Greg. Not f, madam — I brought one from Mr. 
Cunningham tO Mrs. Miferable there, that (hall be, and 
fo \our fervant* \Exit. 

Mir. I am .afraid, madam. Sir Gregory has made a 
miftake, and given you my letter. 

Niece. Ha.! what do 1 fee! the very favour I fent 
him ; I am confounded— —~but will fcem as uncon- 
cern'd as (he. [Afedt,'\ You have a mighty pretty ribbon 
there— rtbe very fame— Pray where might you buy it ? 
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Jf/V. Really, madam, I don't know— —I was only 
defire4 by a friend to wear it But had you any 

letter tho' ? 

Niece, Yes 1 vow 'tis very pretty fome lover's 

prefent, J prefume. 

Mir. One that would have me think he's a lover—* 
But pray^ madam, was there not fome miftake ia that 
letter ? 

Nisce, My heart's too full to anfwer her*— I'll give 
it her, and feem ignorant of all— O dear., yes, he 
gave me a leiter, J cou*d not imagirve from whom— I 
have open'd it too, and if you had not come, was juft 
going to read it. 

Mir, Nay, there's no harm, madam. [Rea^s to her/elf. 

Niece. Can he then be the villain that he feems ? 
He ish — The fubjed of the letter too confirms him fo. 
Where's all my pride of fpifit now^ that ought to tear 
him from my heart ? Abus'd, and made the ftale, the 
property of another's hope I Confuiion I how fhe fmiles 
in triumph o'er my folly I 

.QMmA^^zmattbtdoor. 

Curt. So! my mine* fucceeds, I fee ! TLe Train has 
taken 5 'twill bounce anon. 

Mir, Hal ha! ha! 

Niece. O torture to my face ! fure fhe dares not 
own her treachery. Your letter feems to pleafe you, 
madam ? 

Mir. Yesj truly, I can't but laugh to fee how fome 
people's vanity expofes 'em ;' and how ridiculoufly wo- 
. men of little or no beauty will rail at thofe that real- 
ly have it. 

Niece. Has any body rail'd at you; madam ? 

Mir. Um— — a little ! My features did not pleafe 
'em, it feems. My face was only a French roll or fo 
Ha-! ha! ha! 

Niece ^ Ha! the very words I {aid to Cunningham! 
- Betray me too ! 

Mir. And yet theper/bn that they thought liked theirs 



d by Google 



1^4 ^^ RiTAt Fools. 

better^ is fool enough^ it kexsiz^ to find fomething in in>r, 
face, that they have not» poor creature ! ha ! ha 1 ha ! 
Niece. He's here ! he dares not own it fare. 

Cunningham enters. 

Cun. I hope, madam, you received my letter? [ToMlr^ 

Mir, I had this moment read it, fir. 

Niece. Nay then, he dares do any thing >■ The 
proof's too plain. 

Cun, And may flatter myfelf that my expedation's 
anfvver'd ? 

Mir. If that Lady's uneafinefs is any evidence, yoa 
may. 

Cun. Then you think I may laugh fecurely I 

Mir. Av, and heartily i ha I ha ! ha ! 

Cun. Ha ! ha ! ha I 

Niece. Ungrateful I per}ar'd wretcb! 

Cun. Madam!. 

Niece. O I thou haft wrong'd the tendereft heart that 
ever liften'd to the faithlefs vows of man. 

Cun. 1 had little reafon to think fo from the encou- 
ragement 1 faw you give two fools before my face. 

Niece. I learnt from thee before that fervile^ artifice 
of difTembling : buc tell me, was 1 then credulous and 
vain, to think your vows fincere ? O ! I had fiU'd the 
meafure of my hopes in thee, my duty, interert, friends, 
and fortune not confider'd, when thy fuppofed fidelity 
defer v'd 'em. 

Cun. Suppofe me then no more the thing I feem'd ; 
but as my heart, my hopes, and tendereft wiihes 
would create me, yours fincerely, and only yofirs. I 
knew there was no other way at once to give my hopes 
a certainty but this, this innocent deceit of feem- 

ing falfe to ftir your jealoufies ; and if you don't ap- 
plaud the flratagem, you wrong the heart you now com- 
plained of. 

Niect. Is't pofijble ? 

Mir. Ev'n fo indeed, madam, and if you don't' par- 
don my part of the jeft we made of you— ^ — Vli fwear 
. you'll allow nobody wit but yourfelf. 
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Uiete. Well! you have fool'd me fsdrly ; bat hxm 

[hall I make you amends ? 

C0i. That's eaiily done ; yen (hall make me a huf- 

band, and I have engag'd Sir Gngory fliall make her an- 

3ther ; when I am a little recover'd from the furprize of 

my good fortttne, 1*11 tell you. 

^us tbo* ador*dy ibe fair-one fal/ely coy^ "> 

^bat 'would njoitb doubts tbi loner's bops deftroj^ > 

Onci touched ijoitb jeakujj comfirmt bis joy. 3 

[Exeuist* 



g^ Jfc g^ gj »n tnt mi gj tnt art cfp np ol) ^2 gp 4Q^ "* ^3 ^2 ^B <r» 

A c T y. 

SCENE, Cunningham'i Lodgings. 

Entee Cunningham^ T> Outwit, Prirdan, and Sir 
Threadbare. 

Cun, XTOu'll pardon me, dear Outwit, that I did not 
X before truft yoa with my deiign upon your 
Couiin Lueinda : but Unce you have told me how 1 may 
ferve you in this new attempt upon your father, I have 
not now the leaft fear or doubt remaining. 

y. Out. Faith, 1 can't blame your caution, in fo cri- 
tical a poiat ; but I am glad I liave it in my power to 
ferve you, not only for our old acquaintance fake, but 
the pleafure too of biting my father 5 nay, I'll make 
him pay the vtry muilc to your wedding : is the concert 
ready. Knight? 

Sir Tbr, 'Oh, fir, we are half the concert ourielvcs 5 
we two are the tabor and pipe, that mufk make his purfe 
dance out of his pocket. 

Prif, Yes, Sir, you'll find as fcf cautare pares, W re* 
IpQudere parati. 
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Y,Out. Sfty you fo, my lads! faith we'll fing. Har* 
veil-home with a melodious horn-pipe. 

Sir nr. My wife h»s engag'd to bring the Ladies. 

Y. Out. And rU undertake the young coxcombs fhall 
follow 'em. 

Sir Thr. But 'tis time, gentlemen, we were tuning 
our inflruments. 

Y. Out, Let's away from the back door. Adieu. 

Fri/, Fiftuladulce canity 'uolucrts iium Jecifnt auceps. 

{Exeunt r. Out. 5/rThr. and?n(. 

Entfr Servants <witb a Banquet » 

Cun. So ! very well— —Reach me the black gown- 
Are none of the f uefls come yet ? 

Ser<o. Yes, fir, I believe there'* one below in the 
parlour now. 

Cun. What is he ? 

Ser<v, Really, fir, I can't be pofitive ; but I fuff>e6t 
him to be a fool, that fome pawn-broker's old-fa(hion 
cloaths have made half a gentleman : I think he faid his 
name was Simple. 

Cun. The very perfon I wanted, (hew him up imme- 
diately. 

Serv. He's here, fir. 

Cun, Ah ! Monfieur Simple J moft oppcM-tunely wel- 
come ! You are come in the very cri{\$ of your re- 
venge 5 I expedl Sir Gregory every minute ! Well, how 
is it? 

Sim. Periih me, fir, if I am not in a very untoward 
condition, for between love, and cold and hunger, . 
and one thing or other, I am really almofl ftarv'd, fir. 
Pray, fir, has not this unkind lady fent for me 
yet? 

Cun. Truly, not that I hear, fir ! I fancy there's 
fome unfriendly mefienger employ'd between you. 

Sim, Why then, it mull be fo ; for in all appearances, 
I'm pofitive the lady rauft be a perfon of honour; ' 
and could not h.ave fo little ^wit, as to thinic to make a 
fool of me— —But really I was never fo cold fince 
1 
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my firft peeping into the world ; that river is exceflive 
bleaky and in my confcience/I have been kvew miles 
in length upon the banks of it ; where really, fir, I be- 
lieve 1 have not feen lefs than five thoufand fticklebacks. 
And I am really of opinion, that there are gudgeons 
too- — Miller's-thumbs 1 faw in vaft quantities, I 

believe I told above four fcore— I'll make a little bold 
with your fweet-meats, 

Cmh, And welcome, fir. 

Sim. • ris flrange now, I have really no tafte in any 
thing. 

Cun, O ! love, fir, diftra6ts every thing, but itfelf. 
[Servant ivhi/pers,'] Udfo I I have news for you. 

Sim, For me ! what is it, for this^plum*s fake ? 

Cun. Nay, hear me, fir. 

Sim. Vl\ warrant you, fir, I have two cars to one 
mouth, I hear more than I eat, fir— . 

Cun. Sir Gregory*^ come, and you (hall fee him fobb'd 
immediately. 

Sim. No ! that would be an immoderate pleafure, 

Cun. Stand unfeen there but two minutes, and V\\ 
' find an opportunity to call you in, and place you at the 
table with the lady I delign to fham upon him. 

Sim. ' Sir could not I drink firft ? 

Cun. By and bye, I'll pi>t her health to you— — 
Here he comes, away. 

Enter Sir Gregory. 

Sir Gregory ! your moft faithful, hmble fervant. This 
is indeed the greateft honour was ever done to my poor 
habitation. 

Sir Greg. Phoo ! prithee pox of compliments, man, 
I'll do thee this honour evtry day of the week when 
I'm married, but my head's upon other things now ; 
for to tell you the truth, I am up to the ears in love 
and fpite. 

Cun. Soft ! the lady's in the next room- ■ —if 
file fliould hear you, all's unravell'd. 

Sir^r^^. Ad! 'twas wcjl you told me; for I wai 
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juft going to bawl out how terribly I ihould laugh at her, 
when I got her, whether fhe will or no. 

CuH. Oh ! but don't ufe her too fevcrely, neither. 

Sir Greg^ No, no, Til only vex her a little, or fo. 

C««. Hang it, e*en forgive her all. 

Sir Greg, No, faith ! I muil crab her, fhe mad be 
vinegar'd I I long dearly to fetch a little verjuice out of 
her ; for you know fhe has been damnably faucy to me. 

Cun, O ! you'll foon tame her. 

Sir Greg, So I will, faith ; for before I bed her, Til 
very fairly fee her legs tied to the two bo: torn pofts, 
her hands to the head- board, and a gag im her mouth, 
that (he may neither kick, bite, bdw], fcratch, nor run 
away. 

Cun. For all this, I ihall fee you and your lady live 
as quietly as two tortoifes. 

8ir Greg, Nay, it's all one to me, whether we do or 
no; Ihe may be a tortoife, for aught I know ; at the 
bottom ; but hitherto, I am fure, I have feen nothing of 
it in her, but a damn'd thick fhelL 

Cun, Well, fir! now to the proof on' t — - 

iSo/t MuficA,] That's the fignal of her approach 

Come, fir, get into this gown with me, put your right 

hand through this fleeve Mind you your part, and 

I'll warrant her your own. 

Sir Greg, Well, faith ! this will be pure ! Now I be- 
gin to fmoak it; do you place her in chat chair, and I 
warrant you, I'll grope her out. 

Cun, Here fhe comes— —lie ftill. 

Enter Mirabel. 

Lady, this homely roof and coarfer entertainment are 
too much honour'd by fo fair a prefence ; but where 
fincere aiFeflions are both holt and guefl, the place takes 
little from their full delight. 

Enter Simple* 

This only friend I have made bold t'invite, to be the 
private withefs of our contradled faith. 
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Mir. Yoor fiiend's moft welcome, fir; and when 
«ur hands are linkM in that firm chain, that muft unite 
tt« ever. Fame (hall bcly my virtue, if e'er it fpeakt 
me but an obedient wife ; m witnefs of this truchj I 
yield my hand, 

C««. And thos devoutly I receive it. 

Mrr. O! you grafp me, fir, too hard. 

Cun. Think it but a lover's zeal, and pardon it. 

Mir, Poor Sir Gregory/ methinks I pity him 1 how 
. ftrangely would he rave to fee this interview ! 

Cum. O ! you're ftill too much concern 'd for him : 
you know he gave his intereft up to me, and (hou'd you 
pity one that ilifi;hts you ? 

Mir. That thought, indeed^ revives my refohition 
^1 No more delays then# but for ever make m« 

yours. 

Cum. Thus, then«- 



Sim. Hold, fir, begging your fadr lady's pardon too 
-give me leave firtt, at leaft, in one friendly 



flowing glais, to particularize my feparate fatisfadion, 
that 1 conceive at this time in your united felicity, and 
that ridiculous animal Sir Gregory*^ eternal difappoint- 
ment. 

Mir. Since 'tis your friend's propofal, fir, I pledge 
it. [brinks 

Cum. 'Tis kindly Offer'd. 

Sim. Deftroy me, but fuch a banquet once a week, 
wou'd make me grow fat in a fortnight. \^Afidtm 

But pray, fir, now proceed in your ceremony, 

C««. Thus then — Before ibefacred Foyers ahve^ 
I join this flighted band in bonds of love ; 
And wit b tbis band t be beart tbatoiuns tbefame^ 
^0 burn for ever in tbis facred flame : 
Witb band and beart I yield my fortune too^ 
And all tbe rigbts tbat to a nuife are due ; 
And tbis firm vovjfor mutual life Jhall fiand^ 
Irrevocably feaPd vuitlr beart and band. 

^im. Well, now I could walk bare^foot to Ber^ki^ 
Voh.U. H 



\ 
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aiid back agftiii> and laugh* at thitfjeft'^tt -tha- way, wftH- 
C^t bakings .• ' [--^^ir. 

;^ Mtr»\ '1 hus too^^Befon tbnfatrtitFwttiri alonjey 
I pin this plighted hand in bonds of loi^ : - 
And lAjith this hand the^h^eart that tnOns the fame ^ 
To hum for eijer in thisfdcridfiame : 
With hand and heart I yteld m/fortunk too^ 
And all the rights that are a huJbandU due : 
And t hi f firm ^riufor mit^ia^ Hfe fiatl/land^ ' 
Irre'vocMy ftaVd n»ith heArt and haiidk 
.^xxGreg, Ha! ha I haf Faith, and fo it fttall; ml- 
^am, jFor here*«: tjie hand thatotvns thS'hiart tkat you- 
have^rvvorn to obey. ' 

jCw/, Ancli faith. Sir Gregdty, here*s witnefs of the 
con trad. 

^{tdreg. Now, now, what nam£s have you ta call 
me, pray ? 
MiK. Hu(baija, Tih 

.Sir,C?r#^, [CofMing out of the go<wn.'\ Hah! Ods- 
nails! lam cheated, wrong'd, fool*d, abusM. 
Sim. Extremely fobb'd; indeed, (ir. 
C««:.. V/Jiy, did not -I tell you, fir, you ftiou'd fiiid 
-her another woman ? 

Si?m Nay,.ihe is not the fame. Knight ■ ■ ■ ! can 
witnefs ; .ha ! ha ! 

Sir Greg. What the devil, hdve you brodght my own 
man to laugh in my-fate to6 ?■ ' ^' Sir^ jfince ihe is not 
the fame, I itiuft tell you, I'll have anothfer, if theri'' 
were but another lady in^atv/^ : You'll find, fir, that 
I won't be married in blind-man's-buff. 

Gun. Why Hwas your own agreement, fir i— 

And if you knew the care I have taken of you, you'd 
down of your knees add thank your ftars it was ho 
worfe. \ 

Sir Greg, A"^ fire of my flars, I did not care u my 
(tars were all of a light biaze. I am fure I may thank 
you that 'tis as- bnd as it is. 

Gun, Are not you aih?fm'd ! Yotir very inhumanity 
has drawn tears from the lady* 

Mir, Ah mei Is this the promife of my hopes? 
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Why was 1 ilatter'd with imaginary joy ? M«ft I fufFer 
for another'^ fault ? Is pride, perverfenefs, &nd ill 
ufdgc- then the only way to conquer men's afFedlions ? 
If tears; fBbmiffion, gentlenefs, and obedience have n6 
ebawns, my' merit's poor indeed, and I defcrve the 
(Mgi^ts thar f forefee moll fall on me. 

Sir ^ng^ Why, faith, upon iecond thoughts, this is 
fomething civiller than Rogue and Rajcal, 

Cun, Ods-precious ! Madatn, dry your eyes for 
fhame ! 1 have no longer patience to fee fuch youth, 
beaaty> and foch virtue thrown away on one that 
neve;- can defervc 'cm, ' - .Go, fir, return agaiii 

to her- that knows you better 5 thai gives you Idr nage 
fitter for you; that means to treat you to your rnvrit ; 
to abufe, to baffle and difgrace you: Fool^ Sla've, Raf* 
cal, Monfierf is the converfe you delight in t We It 11 
no fuch- ware 5 if you look here for blows and fJl- 
* mouth'd Curfes, you are deceived j fray, feck tK^* 
where- — Meeknefs, obedience, virtue, are the 

goods we deal in. 

Sim, And, pray, ilr, has not your wifiom yet dif* 
cO^ei^d the party, for ^hofe fake the other lady fo hor- 
ribly abus'd you ? ha ! ha ! ♦ 

Sir Greg, Why, you little forry fon of n- 
H^rk-yie, Cunningham, do but make half as much a fool 
of that whole Jackanapes for laughing at me, and let 

things %o as they will Here's my hand, I'll ior<yive 

thee all over. {Ijlde. 

Cun. O fie \ fir, your mind cftn'c be fo foon aher d. 
Vou'U like no woman that won't fling a flipper in youi* 
face, break your head with a fan-handle, or bore your 
nofe with a filver bodkin. 

Mir. Thefe qualities you'll never find in me: but 
in a fond obedient wife, the readieft and the humbleft 
fervant. 

Cun. 'Death! but he fhall not, madam; let his 

grofs Ignorance feel the lofs of you —Fve a 

thought will do; I'll difannul th$; contraft yet, and fee 
you better married. 

^ixGreg. 'Slifc! but you fhall not, fir, \Jaking 
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her band from him.'] flic's mine, and I am her's ; and 
as bag as we are one another's, according to law^ 
Jet me fee the man that dares divide us« If you are 
jny friendy fir« prove it ; and don't pretend to do me 
a good turn, and then hit me o' the teeth with it. I aa& 
fure^ confidering how damnable ill I fucceeded witb 
the other, this lady can*t blame me for being a little 
cautious at firft. 

Mir. If it were only caution, iir, indeed I cannot 
blame you. 

Cutg, Nay, ilr, get the lady's coafeixt, and I have 
no objedlion '■' ■ '■ 

Sir Grgg. Lady's confent ! fo I have, fir--— — — 
Look-ye here, fir— — -^[^i^/ her*] there's my firft 
proof of love to her— ——And now, madam, to flop 
the mouth of my friend's impertinence for ever, give 
nie a round fmack, as a proof of your love to me. 
ISbe kijfes him.] There's for you, fir; are you fatisfie4 
now, fir? 

Cun. Nay, now I own your wit too hard for mine ; 
indeed you have carried her in fpite of me. 

Si?ti, And now, fir, I hope ]^ou'll own there are 
ladies that may be carry *d tf>o in fpite of other peo- 
ple ; ha ! ha ! 

Sir Grig^ Ay, but it mud be when thou'rt her coach- 
man then, for if ever thou carrieU a lady, without 
horfes to help thee. Til be bound to be a hack-driver 
as long as I live. 

^im. Sir, there are perfons, indeed, that are ridi- 
culous^ and very obnoxious to ladies, and fach fools, 
indeed, do mifs of 'em— — 

Cun. Nay, no diflcntion here, I befeech you, gen- 
tlemen Mr. Simple^ I'll do your bufinefs cifec- 

tuaily— — 

5/>o. Sir, Pm convinc'd that my condu<5i has deferv'd 
it even of the lady herfclf, fir. 

Cun. Sir Grrj^cry, hark ye— you fhall laugh at him 
TCry fpeedily. 

Sir Greg. Ha ! ha ! 

Cnn. la th« mean time, I )iave Aill contriv'd 
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you- a new and better revenge upon your other mif- 
rrefs. 

Sir Greg, How ! how ! Dear rogue,- jny fpleen's oa 
tip-rtoe at thjB very thoughts on't^ 

Cun. Why> let your contradl with this lady be yet 
conceaPd ; and to her uncle, ftill fupport a face of 
iceniincr inclination to her, which will make him fo 
eager n>r the match, that he^l e'en force her to offer 
hcrfelf CO you : then you may burft into a laugh in his 
face, tuna upon your heel to her, and bid her look 
for a hu/band where there is a man fool enough to be 
^. Thus you humble her proud ftomach, return her 
coynefs wicfi contempt, and ti-eble all your late difgraces 
upon her fjiame ; and let your brrde, her rival's virtue, 
triumph (/er her falihood and her folly. 

Sir G/eg. Ha' ! ha ! and if I don't do it, fay I havt 
no iH^re fplcen than a cucumber. Faith, and Ml 
plague the old fellovv too, for he has us'd me al- 
moft as fcurvily as his Niece, Come, madam, let's 
to bed* and fo to church, as fall as ever we caa 
drive r « 

And then i madam W\r\^. to her forromo Jhall fee ^ 

M^hat a husband Jksf^m loft in mijjtng 0/ me : 

Ho^ my fpleen wll be tickled^ njuhsn Jhe fends that 

to flout her^ 
I have bobb'd her proud heart f and am marrizd ixiib^ 
out her. 

[Exit Sir Gregory /?«i/ MirabeL 

Cun* Why, how now, friend ? What, in a browii^ 
iludy ? 

Sim. Well, fir, lovers indeed muft have patience. 
Yll e'en take another turn by the NeivrRiver, where, 
if love were not an enemy to laughter, the thoughts 
of your fooling the Knight wou'd at leaft be a twa 
hours entertainment to me : but I think now of bor- 
rowing an angle-rod to pafs away the time with ; yoa 
know my walk, fir ; if (he fend?, you'll certainly findf 
me upon the fame bank, juft by the eddy, fifhing for 
Millers Thumbs. [Exit*^ 

Cua. I'll certainly take care, fir— — ^^-^ 
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Enter T^ Outwit. 

Hall ! Outfit ! Well, how go fquares ? 

Y,Ouf. Bravely, boy! All's a- fool; : the Knight's 
lady has prevaii'd with my couiin, your miftrefs, upon 
arj afTurance. that you will meet her there ; and fhe.hai 
wheedled the old Governefs to go with her ; and tliey 
are all now ^t the mafquerade, in the next l^rcet j 
upon which I- have alarm 'd my father, that Sir Gr/- 
j^ory is fallen off, for ncgledls, and ill ufage, and that 
he is now violently bent upon a rich widow, (whom 
the Knight's lady niuft perfonate) and to complf^te hi# 
revenge, is refolv'd, unlefs fuddenly. prevented^ ^. to 
inarry her immediately : Now this, fir, will maJvcmy 
father eager, at any rate, to recover Sir Gn^oryt 
whom, by a mark, find the change of one another's 
coats, you are to perfonate ; and fo difguis'd, you carry 
off your miilrefs, and cv'n cheat the old Governefs to 
alTift you. 

Cuft Admirable ! But where's the old Knight, your 
father? 

Y. Out, I left him in the Itreet, ftoppljjig b coach, 
with the >Avindows up, upon fufpicion that bit Gf/'^^rjr 
* was in tiib infide bn't, and fo took that opportunity 
to ftep up, and prepare you for our next fccoc i 
Here he comes. 
• Cun, 1 am ready for him. 

Enter Sir Oliver. 

Sir 01. Mr. Cunningham, your fervant : Pray, fir, 
can )0u tell me any news of Sir Gregory F 

Cun» No, really, fir, but what 1 fuppofe your fon 
has told you, that he's certainly gone off. 

Sir OL But what fhou'd be the reafon, think 
you ? 

y. Out. Shall I tell it you over again, fir ? I tell 
you he's bewiich'd ; my coufin's ill ufagc, and 
your flack performance of your, prom ifc, have .qojte 
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turn'd his brain, and if yqu. don't immediately tL,ink 
of fome' expedieirt to recover hiril, with full hopes 
of bis marrying your Nicpe o^t of hand, you'll find 
him marry'd to the widow before to-monow i^oj:o- 

ing- 

Sir. O/. Ah ! cou'd we but find him, I'd fecure hid 
my Niece. • - 

Y. Out. AfTure'hi^i but of that, fir, I- dare yet 
undertake to recover the Knight ; for, to .tell you 
the truth, he has invited me to his wedding, and I 
am this moment trailed with their ve^y place of 
,pieeiing. 

Sir O/. Nay, thfen, all's whole agaifi ;' we have 
him ; for I have already fent to my Niece, to 
•prepare hcrfelf to marry him within this half 
hour — Come, come, we'll call upon Doc- 

tor Double 'Ghin as we go, whip up the ceie- 
mony, and tack 'cm together like a new paii- of 
* dockings. 

Y. Out. Right, fir : but one of the ftockings is 
mine : Now fince you have already bargain'd for yours^ 
•I Ihall not part with the other without 9 valaaLle 
confideration, ^ 

Sir 01. What doft thou mean ? 

y. Out. That my -Kttight, fir, * is the ftllow^ to 
your Niece ; and if you fell him her, I muft fell you 
him. 

Sir 01. ,'Pihah, prithee, why,. -you fil'y rogue, doft 
, thou tliink 1 won't cpnfider ishee ? 

y. Out, Sir, yoii ncj?d not give yourfelf that 
.trouble; I'll confider myfelf; .for.havipg nothing but 
.my wks to. live by, 1 ain xefolvM not to ftarve by 
being a fool. 

Cun. .This Is no time to.haggle withjiimi fir. 

Sir O/. Why the rogue is in the right, and I will 

encourage him; 1 love ingenuityr— ^ there, i r,ah, 

.there's jubfiilcnce for the vices of a,wjiqle fortnight 
*Come„ come along. 

Y. Put. I can't flir one ftep, if thefe two pieces are 
ftp t immediately made twenty. 
H4 
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CuH. Strike him quickly, fir, before he raifes hi« 
price. 

Sir 01. Raifes the DcvU ! who fliall raifc the mo* 
rey? 

Y, Out. Every -word you fpcak» {it^ is a whole 
pound out of your way : now I muft have onc-and- 
twenty. 

Cun. I told you how 'twouM be, fir. 

Sir 01. Why, you impudent fon of a ■ 

v. Out. Another, fir«— twenty-two. 

Sir a/. Urn! 

Y. Out. Have a care you don't reafon with me, *twill 
undo you. 

Cun. You fee his humour, fir; faith c'ett let hint 
have it, tho* you fling it at his head-— —the thing*s 
richly wor^ an hundred, fir. [Jfid^. 

Sir O/: [J/idi,-] Why, doH thou think T don't know 

that ? I am biting him all this while There, firrah, 

there's your money : nay, prithee, don't lofe more 
time to count it. . 

Y. Out Always, tell money after your father,|, 
fir. 

Entir a Servafit bAftilj. 

Sir 0/. How now ? 

Serv^. O ! Sir, Mrs. Lucinda is no where to be found » 
we have enquir'd up and down, fearched high and low^;: 
fne went out with a ftrangelady, (ir, and the old Go- 
vcrnefs, and left word with Mrs. Mary^ that if your 
honour enquir'd for her, file believ'd fhe fiLOu'd nevex 
come home again. 

Sir O/. Undone, undone ! all's blown up again. 

y. Out. The money's right, fir. 

Cun. This is a misfortune, indeed, fir. 

Sir 01. Ah ! fon f fon ! now fllew thyfelf my fon ;, 
help at this pinch, and I'll 

Y. Out. Count me out thirty pieces more, fir— 
without delay— ^-^take my word too for defervikij^ 
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•cm, for I muft begin to have fome regard now to my 

credit, fir ——Quick, fir, or 1 don't bate you a 

fhtlling of forty. . 

C«w, Faith, fir, this is downright extortion, I am 
really afham'd 1 wou'd not give it him. 

Sir 01. Yoa wou'd not give it him I— Then 

you'd lofe a thoufand pound, fir ■ There, there 
'tis, bring me but my Niece ; if it is not right, I'll 
double the fum. 

Y. Out. Then obferve, fir, your Niece is now in maf- 
querade at Lady ReveVs, which is the general rende2?vous 
of all the young coxcombs in town : fhe has an amour 
a«foot there, to my knowledge, that you don't know of, 
and very probably intends, this night, to make a fafhion- 
able end bn't. 

SirO/. The Devil! 

Y. Out. Sufpend your wonder, fir : You'd recov<^r 
her, wou'd not you ? 

Sir 01. O ! dear fon, at any rate, at any rate. 

Y. Out. Then obferve, fir ; we three, with fuch help 
as may be necefTary, will all enter upon 'em difguis'd, 
(for nobody bare-fac'd is admitted) pretending to be a 
fort of anti-maOc, and fb, at a proper opportunity (which 
V\\ contrive) we may carry her off. 

Sir O/. Won't this mafking take up too much time 
tho'? 

Y. Ou:. Sir, they never ftir thence till morning : 
and fior difguifes, i can fit you in a quarter of ai 
hour. ' 

Sir 01. Well, well, is there any thing elfe wanting ? 

Y. Out. Only the charge of good mufic, fir j it 
muft be good, that we and our d^fjgn may pafs the lef? 
fufpe^led ; and 1 can provide you that, fir, if you'll give 
your word, before this gentleman, to pay it. 

Sir O/. There's my hand, cort what it will ; get t\ c 
beft in the kingdom, I'll pay it a'l, 

Y.Out. That's all ycu ihall pay, upon my vor!, 
{ir. 

Cun, l^Ji<ft'] Aad a good round fun, urcn my worj, 
fif. - ' 
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Sir 0/. ,Lct's away ;. let's away. [ExguHt^ 

Can. I acither doubt his friend (hip or his wit ; 

But come ibi mtorll^ if his aiUmf/s o*eri,ire»w^p 
My re/elution then Jhall/tizc my own, 

Entgr iu Ma/querade Lady Gentry, Niece, Governefs* 
and Ladies* 

L. Gen. Come, ladies, Mufic ihall give us^ pow her 
airy welcome ; 'twill be the bell, I fear, this hojQ^ly 
habitation can afford. 

Niece. For me, alas! my welcome follows me, elie 
I am ill come hither : ypu ilill alTure me, madam, Mr. 
Cunningham will be here ? 

L. Gen, Madam, as on bis life, depend on't. 

Niece* Continue dill to let the Governefs believe Sir 
Cregoryh the man we wait for. 

Go<v. I marvel, lady, the Knight's fo flow in com- 
ing ! Lovers o' th latter age were wont to ride with 
fpurs on, 

L. Gen, He'll be here immediately——— his mufic's 

come already, madam He only ilays to be perfe6lin 

feme gallant device to appear with, that he has bejea 
beating his brains about. 

Niece, Ah I poor man ! he may beat 'em to pap be- 
fore, any thing comes out of 'em. 

Goij, Well, well, you'll agree better one day. 

Niece. Hardly two, I m afraid. 

Gov. Marriage v\ill alter • ou. 

Niece. I rather believe i Ihall. alter my marriage. 

Go'v. Nay, nay, I know you aie for a man ot wit, 
forfooth : A Cunningham, 1 warrant you, one ibai has 
no more hun<::ily than a horfe-courfer, and as little 
confcience as an Apothecary's bill : A falle, protefting 
wretch, in my heart, our women are all won wiih ill 
ufagCr now-a days. 

L, Gen. Truly, and fo are the men too, for aught I 
fee, 1 . . ^ 
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jQk». ^Ay! in troth, youVe hit it, lady— ^If true- 
hekrtedners were the thing, Mr. Cunmtigbum wight Mve 
pi-ov'd himfeif -^n honeft win afore novy, . and fome 
folks never the. worfe . for' t. 
l^.Gen. : Nay, men arq indeed, ftjan^e creatnres. 
G^K/. iVh ! they are no more what they were— — 
Ni4Cf, Than you can be what 1* am now, Govextfefs, 
Go<u, Well, well, you'll be wifer one flay. 
ii^fece. : I. 'd. willingly be hiippy.firll, methinks* 
Gqv, Then Sir Gregorfs the man mu ft make yon- ft ; 
{ «ld. i^y lull you fo. 

iV/>f^. If I do but manage him right^. I hope.hewilU 
hf,GiM> Haik, 1 hear, hismufic ; .thijinuft be }f€j. 

:Et^ir Sir Oliver, ^.Outwit, Cunningham /«.^/r Gre- 
gory'/ cleat hsy all masked^ Sir Threadbare ma Pr^f- 
; ciau as:j^luftcians , &c. ijCihq O^e qui $hi'J^adies to dance ^ 

. ^, fo, our company's well increased ! What fay you to 
a 4ance, ladies ? 

'Niece. What fay you , Governefs ? 

G^'v, ]S/*y, nay, not I, ii^ troth ■ j 'p . my jaunting^^ 
days are done. 

SirO/. Come, come, \«(|dQW, yoij ^wpn't fpqil. good 
company, fore ! We^ll have one round in honour of 
fixty- three. iAh I you '<;an fqot it-ftUl^.if you werp but 
well lUrr'd, . 

Goij. Well, well, a civil word m^kes me do any 
thing. 

Sir O/. That I dare fwear, 'by your bringing wgf 
Niece hither, with a pox toyou^ [4^^* 

Citn, I think, Lucinda ! 

Uiece. C.unnittgkmn I - 

Cun, The fame, fear nothing. . 

Niece. Why, where's tjid danger ^ 

Cun. Your uncle's here. 

Hiece, \ You make me tremble, ^ 

Cun, ; Be cafy, ho's drawn . into , the , plot againffe 
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y. Out. That's your Niece, fir; Cunningham hufe-^ 
cured her already. 

Sir 01. Ifee't: we have caught her, i'faith, boy. 

Y. Out. Will you allow me wit now, father ? 

Sir O/. Thou haft carn'd thy money faithfully, I^ 
snuft allow it. 

y. Ouf. I hope to give you a better proof on't yet,, 
before night," fir. 

Sir OL Let me but get over this plunge/ and Pll al- 
low thee any thing. 

y. Out. That I'll engage you fhall, fir, before I have 
done with you. 

Cun. At our fecond meeting in the- dance, we loo(e? 
our hands no more. 

Niice, Are you prepared to join *em ? 

Cun. The prielt ftays for us : has the Governefs her- 
lfeflbn^ 

Niece. Yes, yes, (he takes you for Sir Gfegoty, and. 
will follow us. 

Gov. Ah ! well faid. Sir Knight,, dick clofe to her^ 
and recover the time you've loft We have'ftaid: 

this hour for you. 

' Cun. Wh^ you fee us go off in the dance^ I hope^ 
you'll go along with us ? 

Gov. Will I! What do you think I came hither 
for? 

Sir 01. Come, come, ftrike up, gentlemen-. 

IJU i/ance,, at the latter end of ivhicbf Cunning^ 
ham. Niece, L. Gen. and Governefs Exeunt*' 
and the mufic ceafes» 

Sa 01. [Dancing; on] Heydey! heydey » What*. ^» 
the Mufic tir'd before us ? 

Sir Thr. No fure, note de. company *ave done^ you: 
fee, and is be gone. 

Sir OL Ha! who ! what f Where's my Nieee ? Son f 
Son 1 my Niece ! my Niece ! 

y. Out. Are you mad, dr, to difcover . yourfelf ? 
Did not you fee Cunningham go off with her ? 

Sir Oi. Difcover the Devil ; don't tell me, fir ; wa9 
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tot t to have gone along wkh him ^ For tu^Kt I know^ 
here may be a contrivance— —Ha ! Pgadl don't like 

your looks, I mnft tell you that, fir By the 

world, I'll go after 'em» [Goin^, Sir Thr. sind Prif.. 

ftop him* 

Sir^hr. Holda, fir, diabolo, you mofte paye de 
jnoufique before too fkll goe. 

Sir OL Muft f ^y how now, fcoandrel f 

Sir Thr. Me no ondrafianda what you will' fiiy de 
fcondrel. Me vil hava de money. 

Sir Ok Siwpofis I won't pay you thefe &vt hours f 

Sir 7hr„ Den you falhno be godis §lvc hores? 

SirO/. Shalln'teo, fir! 

Sir fhr. No, diabolo, you no fall goe. 

Sir OL Why, firrah, fuppofe I have a mind^to miEe* 
you play before mc in the ftreets ? 

Sir Tba^ I have maka no accord to play de flreet, I 
ava agree to pkiy only at de ballatf if you no-ava^de 
minde to danca no more, you vil pay de moneys dc 
money will letta you goe,. 

Sir OL A pox on him for a fputtering— a— — -here, 
fon, lay out ; give 'em twelve pence a-piece, and Ict'f 
be rid of *cm. 

Y, Ouf. Twelve-pence ! that's but a crown, fir ! . 

Sir^i^. Una corona! Hal ha! ha! 

Sir O/. Yah, yah. Why, what a plague do you 
laugb at, fir ? I believe a crown wou'd make you all 
laugh and: dance too in your own country, 

Y. Out. Sir, for your own fake laugh again, and«fay 
you only meant it as. a jeft, you'll be expos'd for ever 
elfe. 

Sir OL Expofe a mmp, fir ; I am not to be laogh'd 
out of my money. 

Y. Out. Death ! fir,, they are all ItaUans. 

Sir Q/. Why, what then, fir, mayn't an Italia»he 
a feoundrel, as well as an Et^UJhman ? 

Y. Out. Lord ! fir, I wou'd not have this heard for 
the univerfe. Does not the whole nation adore 'em, 
fir? Is any man allowed common fenfe, among the 
better fort« that is. not raviih'd with their mufick ! ^nd 
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is any ^Hiog a more faihipnable jnark of a geadcmap^ 
than to p^y an cxtrav: gant price for't ? . 

Sii OL A pox of C'lCt fa(hion, fir, they'll get no 

. fuch n^arks iiom mey I cai) teJl you ICaoytJitng 

in reafon will fatisfy 'em let's know what 'tis 

for Vai in hafte, 

y. Out, ril try what I can do with Jem, fir. 

Sir 01, [To himfolj.'\ What cou'd they mean by ffoing 
off without me \ Unlefb m; Niece dii^iaver'd m^ being 
here, and fo ran away out of fear' > that's the bpS 
I ^an hope of it; —if not, I am chous'd, and that 
rogu^, my fon» i$.at the bottom of it. 

Y. Out, Nay, but gentlemen^ bate us but one tea 
pound. 

Sir 01. How 1 bate ten pound ! why, what the de- 
vil's the whole fum then ? 

y. Out. Why, fir, they arc ii\t of them, and it 
i^m^ they never itrike a note under twenty guineas a 
man. 

Sir OU Twenty hang-dogs \ 

Y, Out. And, faith, there's no making 'cm bate a 
billing, fir ^ 

Sir OL Oons ! do they know what they fay, why 
ghat's a hundred guineas ? 

y. 0«/. F-fow, iir ! a handred ! what .at— hah I 
iiv^ of 'em at twenty — . let's fee— — um — umr-rf-four- 
fcore— !gad 'tis a hundntd, fir. But .we had not time 
to make a bargain with em : f dth, ilr> I fee no remedy^ 
you pafs'd your word to pay 'em. 

\i\x'Thr. Dloholol For vate is .alldis, doe nothing? 

Me vill be no afronta me vill ava de money, or you 

fall ava my life Uka yoar.fpada. [Dra^s^ 

y. Out, Have a cartf, fir. . > 

Sir 01, Hoity-toity I O your fervant, .gentlemen ^ 
What, i am lo be robb'd then, it feems. . I. beg your 

pardon- 1 took you for 'fiddlers, but I find .by 

your tools you are gentlemen of anoiher * trade 

Very good ! Thwe's your money, fir*. ■ as. 

fairly robb'd, I yield it - but to aflc a hundxed 

pound, with f^Mt, fiddleiticks in.youi: haads^ >wa^aa im-^ 
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pudence ten tim^sbeyood it— Thefe are tlaeves,' £rrah 
•— ^higbwaymeny and I am vobbM. 

Y. Out. Indeed^ muficians, iir, and you are only 
bobb*d ; for coft wbat it wou'd, Hwas your own agree- 
ment to pay 'em. 

Sir p/. Yes,.^s» and you have provided 'em with 
admirable inftrumcnts, 1 thank you. 

Y. Out. : Sir,, the: gentlemen are takiirg their leaves. 

^Sir O/. O your. *fervant !i yourA fervant, gentlemen 

You are damnably n^ell bred, I mull confeis^— - 

but *tis no matter, fomebody fhall pay for*t; let me but 

l^over my Ntece> and Sir Gregory ihall find it all in his 

bill, faith. . 

Enter Governefs. 

Gov. O 1 Sir Oliver, undone, .undone ! 

Sir 01^ So ! ihe's robb'd too, I hope. 

Gov. O I fir, my heart firings are broke** 



I have fcarcelife left lo.tell you the misfortune. 

Sir O/. Misfo! tune ! Why what the devil's the mat- 
ter with 'thee ; thou haf^ not been ravifti d, hafi thou ? 

Gov. Ah ! fir, wou'd that were the worft on't ! Your 
Niece!* your'Nitcel fir. . 

Sir GI. What ! broke her leg ! 

Gov' O worfe, worfe i Ihe has- brc^e all bonds of 
obedience, and is moft notorioufly ^ 

SirO/. With child* 

,Gov. .Married, fir. 

,Sir.O/. Ihe devil 1 

Gov. 1 o that abandoned falfe difi«mbler, Cuftnhg- 
ham. 

Sir 01. Then wou'd Ae ^vere with child— —But who 
was the.prieft ? foi firfl PU^hang him. 

Gov, E'en .your own .km f>n an, fir, Mr. Credulous 
Ouinxjtt, that you defign'd for the W^ljh benefice. 

Sir 01. Good ! 1 fav'd him from one wiilter, and he 

has helpt my Niece to anothCT H aft thoa any more 

.ill news I 
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GotiTh And Sir Gregory is married too. 

Sir OL To my Niece tooi^ I hope> and then I majr 
kang her^ 

Gov. No» fiTr to my- daughter: (he's Lady Gooyk 
now, and that's all I have left to comfort me— *-And 
iee where they come all in a clafte r 

EMtir Sir Gregory and Mirabel, Cunningham a^ Niece, 
ZouMg Outwit, Lady Gentry, Sir Threadbare, Prif- 
dan, and Mr. Credolousd 

Sir di Heydiay ! rebellion in triumph ! See what 
your care's come to now, Mr* Politick ? Where's your 
wit at a pinch now, fir ? 

Y. Out, Here ! here in this full purfe, fir. 

Sir OL Very fine ! fo you have been in the bottom- 
of all this roguery againft me, and I am fairly cheated. 

Y. Out. To your heart's content, fir, thanks to the 
little wit your fatherly folly turn'4^ a-grazing. 

SirOA Umph! 

S\r Grig. Wit! ha! ha ! ha ! why didft thou ever 
pretend to it, old Knight f 

Sir OL 'Tis time 1 Ihou'd give it over indeed^ when 
thou aik'ft that queflion. 

Sir. Greg, Ha ! ha I why you are crabb'd, old uncle 
that wou'd ha' been. 

Sir OL And you are married to a great fortune, that 
ihou'd ha' been.. 

Sir Greg. Yes, yes, if rogue, flave, rafcal, kicks, 
thumps, and bobs of the face were to be' coined, ihc 
wou'd have been a devilifli fortune indeed ; 'flife, fir, I 
wou'd not have had her with that flint-hearted tongue 
of hers, though ihe were iluck all over with diamonds, 
tho' her backSde.were all beaten gold, her eyes to drop 
nothing but pearls, and the relt of her rocks to make 
wine in dead of hogibeada of fair water. ^ 

Cun. That I dare fwear He wou'd not, fir, if it had 
been only in pure friendfiiip to me. 

Sir Greg. Nay, faith, I wifh thou hadft fcap'd he 
toe, and (hen ihe might have been eaten up with th 
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men-ficknefs r look yon, itf, in fhort, I have made 
uiis gentlewoman a lady, in fpite of her, and have 
aaarried her in (pite of you* and will love her in love 
to myfcif ; and to let you all fee what honour flic has 
mifsM the being 'mother of, before to-morrow morn- 
ing, 1*11 fo fpnr up my Knighthood that FU get her 
with fquire. , 

Niice. Well, Sir Gregory^ yoxx have made me (b 
heartily afhamM of my folly, that from henceforth, I 
am refolv'd i6 give myfelf op to love, gcmlenefs, and 
refign'd obedience. 

hit Greg* Ay, ay, this is afore your uncle's face ! 
but for all that, who will have a plaifter up<m his fbre«. 
head afore mprnine ? 

y. Out. You fee, fir, alKs irrecoverable—Nothing 

thrives but what I have a hand in You had beN 

ter allow me two hundred a year, than fo much a 
week. 

Sir Ok O ! I cannot think of parting with any thing 
before I die. 

Y. Out. Then I (hall certainly think of BOthtng but 
your death, ftr. 

Sir OL Pfeace, I fay— —1*11 think again. 

Sir Greg. Well, Cunningham^ now I proclaim thee 
a man of thy word j for I think I have fufiicicnriy 
fpighted my nuHrefs, and have as heartily four'd the 
old gentleman ! Look how fhe looks I and now if Jt 
cou'd but plague my man Simple a litlle, the full joy» 
' of my (pleen wou'd be com pleat— *- 

Cun* That you may da immediately ; for here ht 
comes. 

Enter Simple, with an Angle^rod.y 

Yoo, madam^ muftjoin with us. [To Niece. 

Sir Greg. Ha 1 ha I ha ! why how now, Btim / Sam! 
boy I what, haft thou been bobbing fbr grigs, and in 
the mean time, let your miftrefs flip through thy fingers 
like an eel ? ha ! ha 1 

Sim* Gudgeons indeed are eafier taken ; for I hear 
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xhis 1a4y» d'ye obfefve .me, bfu ^ugbt yoUy'^rrrfSttt 

icaliy my bu da efs is at prefenc with t^5 la4y. 

iVi/f^. Away, uograteful man ! 

Cum, Hark you, £r, 'tis now too Jate to Qxpoftqkte : 
The lady, I &id, is betrayed as well as you ; it feems 
ihe fent above a dozen times to you, a^ tha fal£: (>jo- 
ther that was employed between you, as often bcouglu 
woi'd you wou*d be with her in a quarter of an hour. 

$im. Sir, if I have feen any living creature, but. H 
few Millers Thumb8> iioce I lad faw you, I ^^ih (his 
angle-rod might never go through m?. 

Cun, What ill fate was this ? Why, fif, .<;he lady 
tQokr it fo to heart, that out of pure fpite to her ill for- 
tune, fhe is really married to ai\oth^r. 

Sim. WJiy then perifh my hnart,,.fir, if I. don't pity 

her Yet if fhe has undone herfelf, flic may thank 

herfelf for't- 1 cou'd do no mere than I coujd do— r'— 

I kept my word ; if flie wou'd not believe it, 'iwas hpr 
own fault ; fhe might have had patience to have /poke 
with a man tho'. 

Cun, That was a fault indeed, fir. 

Sim. Nay, extremely faulty Day and night fhe 

might have commanded me, ,and th^t fhe knew 'well 
enough, I told her fo between hpr and 1 — Madam, fays 
I, when you find yourfeif never fo. litUe)Uneafy at my 
being from you, do bvit fend me the leaft vyord, Til 
.cqme and relieve you in an inllan^ ; and'be^^ufe a fel- 
^low has play'd ^he rafcal with us, for her to go and 
throw herfeh away, upon this, and that, and, t'other, 
tand I can't tell wjiat — :pfhah 1 it was, idly dpne ; cou'd 
not fhe have come to me herfelf, and have been fati^£ed? 

Cun. That had done it, fir. 

Sim. To a hair, ilr*- but .when people will follow 
their own fancies 

Cun. Well, fare never couple fo narrowly* raift'd of 
one another. 

Sim.- And a> it was, fir, you faw I was within one of 
her, 1 was Cure all the while 1 was between the^ Knight 
and home— Poor creature I it really gives jm^esKjon- 
cern to fee her take qa fo. ' 
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her o\Yn doing.^ - . 

. .Sim.' Eat yoo'll £nd, iir, the tkitig will really reflet 
opon. me in the end ; I ihall hear of it as I goalcmg the 
Amets : People won't confiderit was not my fault- ■■■ — 
hat rXnll cty^ There goes the ill-iiaturedgentieman, upon 
:iKhofe raccoon t the lady .flung herfelf away-*-?— I fhaiil 
certainly be blanr'd about this. Fooliih woman !■ ■ ■*> ■ 
Beiides, fir, I lam really under a great difappointnient 
myf^f; .for here.Jiave I turnM.rayfeif out of my place 
upon her account ; and now, fir, inflead. of thi,s, and 
that, and t'other, let me pcri(h, if 1 know where to .eat. 

Mir. AJas,-.po3r getuleman 1 Come, fir,, ihall 1 fpeak 
a good word ^r yon ? i 

Sim, .Really,. xiadanor, my teniper is fuch^ I.don't 
know bow to rsfu^^a lad^'any nking. / 

Mir, O, $ir^Gugory\(m\i(i fee ftiends with you. 
- Sir Gr^g. Weil, tSam/ what.Jiail thou, to fay now, 
Jjoy? 

. uSum, Why, -really, iir, I don't well. know ; bnt; me- 
thinks, .here f don't know, things* have been very oddJy 
coftttdvJd, fir: but the (hort -of the. matter is really this : 
^nce'the pa»'t)& .we >< have i lately. d\i^pused offeems to te 
JcrtherWife difpofcd »of, »hfit is to .fay, .fiiiee you .have 
mf^'d' the- lady, aAd^ I 'really: Jiave not gopher,. 1 think 
it wou'd not be improper if we two-fhett'^ taketpne ano* 
ther again. 

. Sir Gr^^. Well, well, 5^Ar./' with all my heart; a 
match, boy. 

Sim, Madam, I thank you And really the thing 

is much eifier than it was. -—Pray, fir, where do you 
dine ? 

Y. Out. Nay, fir, take it your own way For my 

part, I fhall but lofe by this allowance— -I have not 

fought out half my weapons yet, fir Befxdes, fir, 

I have a way of fighting invifible ; many a polt have 
you had within thefc twelve hours, fir, without know- 
ing who it came from. 

Sir O/. How? make that appear, and Til fay fome- 
tking to thee. 
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V. Out. Imfrimu, to let you fee how profoundly 
your appreheniion was afleep, fir, I Burly tlrutk five 
pieces out of you for thefe gentlemen beggars, of which 
bounty your humble iexvant was the fidd publick ex* 
ample, and private (barer. You may remember, fir, 
when you admir'd our fpeaking Greek and Syriac, we 
were then only faying, in vile gibberiii,. that we^woo'd 
not ftir till we had pidc'd your pocket.. 

Sir OL Bat was that wit your own,, fir? 

Y. Out. ?{kah ! a flight psefkce to the volumes that 
are to follow. 

SirO/. How^ 

Y. Out. What think you ofa certaift hundred pieces 

ven to redeem your favourite Nephew f^om the 

nds of a conftable, for being concerned in a certain 
robbery ? Which was indeed ao robbery,, no coniiable, 
no thief, nothing real, but top, fides,, .and bottom, 
a fair bite ail over, fir. And, laflly, fir, this memo- 
rable hundred pounds worth of mufick, which to crowm 
my triumph, &r, are very j^eneroufly retni&'d to play 
juft one dance at my coufin Cunningham^ s wedcting. 

SirO/. Well, boy, flnce thou haft fatisfied me I 
have na fool to my fon^ I'll now let the world fet 
thou haft a wife man to thy father > Give me tht 

writings ■ .There's nty hand iq itL—- «— And now^ 

ftrike up mufic k ■ ■ ■ 

Wit Jhou^d hi trf4 hefort ii cluimt regard. 
Y^ Out. Butfairhji ^ovd^ Uk$ minty Jhou^d^nd rt'watd^ 
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Ftnhthman taking Bullock by tlie Sleevei fpeakt. 

Pin. TJOldi hoU! Sir'MltKkX Tou muftftay, dear* 
Rogut, 
Judtmek a Rbime or two to *b* Epilogtie. 

Bui. Fbo i Pox ! not I ; hefide^ your Jffts are more in ' 
Vogue. 
If I don't think you^ re beft' alone ^ tben rat^k me. 

Pin. jfyt but you kniyw-^^^rm better-^'-^^'witb an Afs /« 
back me* 

iBul, 0/ Sir, for tbat, you'll /nd, indeed, dear Brotber^ 
That's but one Jl/s's backing of another i 
No-w tho* the Jeft isfiale^ jf 4fi bedridden, 
// may be ne^w to fee the Rider ridden. 

[Trips up his Heels, and beftrides him.] 

Pin. X)djheart ! the Dog iv ill murder me '^ 



Bui. '■ ■ I 2Vg, noi 

Im only backing cf my Friend^ or fo : 

Now, pray, Sirs, tell me, did you eiterfeea fac^ 

{Skewing it to the Audience] 
In e<uery Cir^umfiance more like an Afs ? 
. And ii*t notjuft, that IJhou'd noiv keep down 
The Afs that hasfo often rid the To^n ? 
But that thou mafft hereafter growfo <wf/J— — 
Hey^dey I What now ?— — \Pin. ftruggling.] 
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Fin.* ! ' ^ ■ i M ■ ■ ■ . xHlltillyQu^fwhin^I rife? > 
[Throws\fftt/, over his head, and mounts oiriiim.-3 

Bui. Odi-me ! the beaft has thro'wn me " ■ ■ 

Pin, ■ ■ ■ Do^wnt rogue, do^wn : 

Thus rightful Monarch s re-irfctnd thkir throne. 
So ha've I/een, and ivzth as little routy 
Britons and French march into to'wns and out ; 
jlnd thus, hyfudden turns of good and ill luck^ 
§^i£Urioia Flaky jh-ides the conquer* d Builoelu 
But notAjf to let you fee the conqueror* s <virtue^ 
Tho\ Jlatfe, I have you donjim^-"^! fcorn to hurtjotfi 

9ul. JP'ellf' «well, I yield: yet all this mighty do. 
But pr^vesy that Pm an Ai» at <will as pou* 

Kn. nus thefo/e glory ive in 'vi^ersfeCf 

Is firft to make 'men Jla'ues, thenfet * em free* 
Get out, you puppy 

i«/.^— •- Well, neiv /el*s agree. [RiTc^. 

And as you jirfi proposed ^ befriend the play. 

Pin. That^s true'-^grant. Gallants, but your fmiles to-day. 
And your petitioners Jhall ever pray : . 

Bui. That every lover to thefefcenes inclined. 
May thefame favour from his miftrefs find* 

Pin. May alNhe married dames preferve their fpoufes. 
From Ttrink, late hours, and iU'reputedhoufes, 

Bui. May no ripe virgin hgre, paft tviinty, tarry. 

But the firft fviatn^ that voooes ber^ love, and marry. 

Pin. WidfF6o$ that^fiamdefs lie, like unftifr* d fire. 
Be blov/n by younger brothers to deftire* 

Bui. May y oil, that keep no^co<a;si thahis, vjon*t marry ^ 
Skim tbefweet creim*bo^ls ofyout neighbour* s deary. 
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Pin. May all you, foldters, that bofve lain in trenches ^ 

Gook tuinter-qua tersjind^ and /of t-^found 'wenches % , 

Bui. The beaux ftill make fub/cript ions for thefmir. 
And each prefented ticket cure defpair. 

Pin. Each fair nymph s love^ that's notw abroad in tvarSf 
Come laden home iviih bis and her arrears* 

Bui. May all the gamefters make their bubbles pay ^ 
And daily *noint 'em for their itch of play. 

Pin. Kach mtfs that pays her only halfcroivn duly, , 

. Be ten-fold reimbursed it by a cully : 

Bui. And nu^ thofe cullies, nvhom their charms fo urge ««* 
Ne'er fnd occtfion after for afurgeon. 

Pin. So may thefe ^wijhes wait on all that fay ^ ^ 

In hearty claps thejf luillfupport the Play, 1 

And cram the Houfe upm thi Author'/ day. j 
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To the Moft Noble the * 

MARQUIS of iT^iVr, 

Lord Chamberlain of Her Majesty's 
Houfhold, &c. ' 

THE utmoft fuccefs I ever proposed from this 
Play was, that it might reach the tafle of a 
few good Judges, and from thence pl^d afortof 
Title to your Lordfliip's Proteftion : And,, if the 
moft juft and candid Critics are not the greateft 
Flatterers, I have not fail'd in my Propofal. . As for 
thofe Gentlemen that thruft themfelves forward up.- 
.on the Stage before a crowded Audience, as if they 
.refolv'd to play themfelves, and fave the AStor the 
Trouble of prefenting them ; they, indeed, as they 
are above Inftrudtion, fo they fcorn to be diverted 
W it, and will as foon allow me a good Voice as a 
Genius. I did not intend it fhould entertain, any 
that never come with a Defign to fit out a Pky ; , and 
therefore, without being much mortified^ am con^ 
tent fuch Perfons ihould diflike it. If 1 would have 
been lefs inftrud^ive, I might eafily have had a loud* 
er, tho' not a more valuable Applaufe. But I (ball 
always prefer a iixt and general Attention before the 
noify £.oars of the Gallery. A Play, without a juft 
Moral, is a poor and trivial Undertakings and 'tis 
from the Succefs of fuch Pieces, that Mr. Collier 
was furnilh'd with an advantageous Pretence of 
laying his unmerciful Axe to the Root of ihe Stage. 
Gaming is a Vice that has undone more innocent 
la 
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Principles than any one Folly that's in FaOiion ; 
therefore I chofe to expofe it to the Fair Sex in its 
moft hideous FortU V C?^u^iftg a IfV^oman of Ho- 
nour to ftand the prefumptuous AddrefTes of a Man, 
whom ocithier l^er Virtue nor Itnrtm^tj;^ would let 
her haye tjic 1^ Ta/le to. No^r *tis not inijppffi- 
ble but fome Man of Fortune, who has a handfome 
Lady, and a great deal of Money to throw away, 
may, from this ftartiing hint, tiunk it wprtbjiis.vbife 
to nnd his Wife tome Uf$ hazardous Diver/ion. If 
that ihould ever happen, my end of writing this 
Play is anfMi^er'd ; and if it may boaft of any Favours 
from the Town, I now muft own they ar^ entitely 
owing to your Lordfeip's Protcdlion of the Theatre : 
For, w;thput an Union of the beft Adors, it muft 
have been impoffiUe for it to have received a tolera- 
ble Jufticfc in the Performance. 

The Stage has for many Years, till lat«, groan'd 
under the grcateft Difcouragemcnts, whreh have 
been very niuch, if not whoHy, owing to the Mif- 
management or Avarice of thofe that have aukwardr 
ly govern*d it. Great Sums have been ventured up* 
on empty Proje£ts, and Hopes of immoderate Gains ; 
and when thop^ Hopes have faii'd, the Lo(s has 
been tyrannically dedu^kcd out of the A£tors Sa- 
lary. And if your Lotd&ip had not redeemed ^em, 
they were very near being whplly laid afide, or, 
^tleaft, the Ufe of their Labour was tobeiwal- 
lowM up in the pretended Merit of Singing and 
Dancing. I don't ofFer this as a Reflexion upon 
Miific (for I allow and feel its Charms) ; but it has 
been the Misfortune of that, as well as Poetry, tp 
have been too long in the Hands of thofe, whofe 
Tafte and Fancy are utterly infenfiWe of their Uic 
and Povjrcr. And tho' your Lordfhip forefaw, .and 
Experience tells us, that both Diverfions wou^dbe 
bitter encouraged under (heir fepeiate Endeavours^ 
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ytt this v^asaSchem^y tbAt cou'd never be beat into 
the imiknett-aUe H«ad$ of thofc that might have 
holibftly paid the Labourers their Hire^ and put the 
Profit^ of both' into their own Pockets. Nay^ even 
the Opera, tho* the Town has neither grudg'd it ^ 
Pay nor Equipage, from either the Wilfulnefs or 
Ignorance of the fame General, we fee, was Aot 
able to take the Field till December, 

My Lord, there is nothing difficult to a Body of 
Englfo People, when they are unanimous, and well 
commanded* And tho' your Lord (hip's Tender- 
iiefs of oppreffing is fo very juft, that you have ra- 
ther ftay'd" tbcortvindc a Man of your good Jnttn- 
tions to him, than to do him even a Service againfl 
his Will : Yet; fiiroe your Lordfhip has fo happily 
begun the EftabliOiment of the feparate Diverfions, 
we live in Hope, that the fame Juftice and Refolu- 
tion will fiill perfuade you to go as fuccefsfully 
ttirdi^ with it; 

' But while any Man iS' fufFer*d to confound the ' 
Induftry and ufe of 'em, by adling publickly, in 
Oppoiition to your Lordmip's equal intentions, 
under a falfe and intricate Pretence of not being 
able to comply with 'e^n ; the Town is likely to 
be more entertain'd with the private DifTentions, 
than the public Performance of either, and the 
Adors in a perpetual Fear and Neceffity of peti- 
tioning your Lordfbip every S'eafpn for' new RjC- 
lief. 

To fuccour the Diftrefs'd is the firft Mark of 
Greatnefs ; and your Lordfliip is eminently diftin* 

fuiih'd for a Virtue that certainly claims the next 
lace to it. The difinterefted Choice and Maa- 
ner of your Lordihip's difpofing Places in your 
Gift, are Prbofs that you always have the Claims 
of Merit under your firft and tendereft Confidera- 

13 



d by Google 



DEDICATION. 

tion. And from the Afiurance of this Thought, 
my Lord, the Stage, the Poets, and the Players, 
lay their Caufe, their Hopes, and utmoft Exp€Aa^ 
tions at your Lordfhip's Feet for Support and Pro- 
teilion. 



I am. 

My Lord, 
Your Lordfiiip's moft Humble, 
And moil ObedUm Serviin^ 

CDLLEY CIBBER. 
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I^INCE Pkys are hut the Mrrors 0/ o»r li^es^ 
Andfoon or la{i Mankind are chained to Wivet^ 

Since tbisje diffhlifele/t Fetters too, muft be 

Our greateft Happinefs or Mifery ; 

What SuhjeS ought, in Reafon, more to plea/eye^ 

^han an Attempt to make tbo/e Chains Jit eajy ? 

Tho^ in the Noo/e/o many Souls feem curft, 

Prtrf who* sin Fault f-^For n»hen you* *ve faid your worftf 

Tou all did feel it Happinefs atfrft. 

Therefore, our Author dre*wyou once the Life 

OfCarelefsH'Jhand, aud Enduring Wife, 

IVho by her Patience (tb^ much out of Fajbion) 

Retrieved, at lajl, her Wan^/erer^s hclination. 

Tetfome there are, njoho fi ill arraign the Play^ ^ 
At her tame ^lemper [hocked ^ as fwbo Jhou^ d faj^^-^^^y. 
The Price for a dull Qujhand luas too much to pay. i 
Had be bfen Jirangled fUeping^ ivbojhou^d hurt ye ? 

Whenf profijolCd Revenge had been a Firtue^ 

— IVeli then to do his former Moral Right, 

Orfetfuch Meafures in a fairer Light, ^ 
He gi'ves you mnv a Wife, he sf tire in Fajhion^ 
Whofe Wrongs u/e moaem Means for Reparation* 
No Fool, that nuiil her Life in Sufferings <wajlef 
But furious, proud, and infolently cbajle \ 
Who more in Honour jealous, than in Love, 
Rrfolves Refentment Jhall her Wrongs remove,: 
Not to be cheated ^with his civil Face, 
Bui for ns his Faljhood, and to prove him bafe, | 

Mohbd up in Hack triumphant Jogs him to the Place* j 
Thefe modijh Meafures ^ ^-we prefume, y 011*11 o^vn. 
Are oft ixjhat Wives cf Gallantry have done ; 
But if their Conjequence JhotC d meet the Curfe 
Of making a prcvok'd Averfion vuorfe, 
^hen you bis former Moral muji allovj. 
Or ouoyi the Satire juft he Jhe-ws you novf* 
Seme o.'her Follies too, our Scenes prefent ; 
Seme ivarn the Fair from Gaming, vshen extravagant, 
i 4 
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Sut mjhim M9iimu, jfopfit the drea4flU Stiiki, 

That bard pr$fs*d Virtut is rtduc^d to make ; 

Think mt the Terrorfjau hehoU her /«, 

Are rudeif dratmt /» ejrft/i what hat ieea Jkn ; 

But, as tkifrimify Ms^s tnderefi ^Af , 

Tq let hfr Dangers 'WOmywfrm th Biftk •fPbg^ 



^fOiOOGOf^QG^^ 



Dramatis Perfon»» 



£ K. 



Lord Jfron^hvtf 


Uf.miki, 


Lord George BriUianf^f 


Mr, Cfhhot^, 


%vt Friendly Moral, 


Mr. Ktene; 



WOMEN. 



Lady Wronghve^ 
Lady Gentle^ 
Mrs. Conqueft^ 
Mifs Notahk, 



Mrs. Bavr^^ 
Mrs. Rogers. 
Mrsr. Oldfield. 
Mrs. Oofi^ 
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T H B 

LADTs LAST STAKE. 

O R, T H E 

wife's resentment. 



ACT I. 

SCENE, Lord WrongloveV Apartmm. 

Lord Wronglovc aUne^ fnuJtNg. 

Lord ff^rongUvi. 

MY wife ■ as abundance of other men of ' 

quality's wives are — is a roiferabk woman : 

aik her the reafon^ (he'll tell you hufband- 

afk me, I fay, wife — — «- all's entirely owing to her 
ewn temper. 

Enter Mrs. Hartihorn. 

Mrs. HMrtf, My lady defires to kn«w if your lord- 
ihip pleaf«s to fpare her the chariot this morning I 
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Ld. Wrong. Hah f That's as mnch at to fay, I have 
a mind to gods when, and how yon go ont this morn- 
ing. [JfiJe.] Well, the char'oc is at her fervice* 
[Exit Hartf.] This continual jealoofy is infapportable. 
y^' hat*s to be done with her r What's her com- 
plaint ? Who's the aggreflbr ? Ill e'en refer the mat* 
ter fairly to my own confcience, and if (he caft me there, 
I'll 60 her jiHtice; if not, though the coft were ten 
times hers, J'ii make myfelf eafy for the reft of my 

life ■ Let me fee ^— as to the fad I'm charg'd 

with, 'uiz. That I have felonioudy embezzled my in- 
clinations among the rough and fmooth convertation 
of feverai undaunted gentlewomen, and fo forth.- 
That I think, iince it muft be proved againft me, I 

had beft ptead guilty to. Be it fb.—— 

V^ry well ! — A terrible charge indeed : and 

now 

Enter Bruih. 

Brujh. My lady defires to know if your lordfhip pleafes 
to dine at home to-day ? 

Ld, fTrofig. Right! Another gentle enquiry. [Jfi^e.} 
Why, tell her 'tis impoflible to guei^, but her ladyihip 

may do as fhe pleafes. [Exit BruSi ] But to go on. 

Now let's Jiear the defendant, and thca proceed to 
jadgmtnt and damages. Well ! the defendant fays. 
That 'tis true' he was in kwe with madam up to her 
proud heart's wifhes, but hop'd that mawi^gc was his- 
end of fcrvitude ; that then her wife referve, her pride, 

and other fine lady's airs v^ould be all laid afide* 

,^_ No, . her ladyihip was ftill the fame un* 

conqneHd heroine : if being endur'd cou'd give me 
happinefs, 'iwas mine ; if not, ihe knew hetfelf, and 

{hou'd not bend below her fex's value, — • I bore- 

this lon^, then urg'd her duty ; that this referve of hu,. 
mour was inconfiftent with her being a friend, a 

wife, or a companion She faid, 'tivas Nature's 

faulr, atid 1 but talked in vain.— — -—Upon this, 1 
found my patience began- to have enough, on't ;. fa I 
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e'en made her invinciblefhip a low bow, and toU her, 
I wou'd difpofe of my time in pleafures, which were 
a little more come-atable ; which pleafures 1 have found, 
and Ihe — ^ — haS' found out ; but truly fhe won't bear 
it : and tho' fl>e fcorn'd to love, flie'il condefcend to 
hate ; ihe'li have redrefs, revenge,, and reparation ; fo 
that if I have a mind to be tafy at home, I need but 
tremble at her anger, down on my knees, confcfs, 
beg pardon, promife amendment, keep my. word, and 
the bai'nefs is done: ^— - Now, venerable, human con- 
fcience, fpeak ; muft I do this only to purchafe what' 
the grcatnefs of her foul has taught me to be indifferent - 
to ? — Am I bound to fad, becaufe her ladylliip has 
no appetite ? Shall threats and brow-beatings fright me 
iaco jaiUce, where my own will's a law? — ■ 

No, no, no; pofitively no: Tm lord of my 

CA'iT heart fure ; and whoever thinks to enter at my hu- 
mour,, iliall ipeak me. very fair. — — — — Moft ge.ne- 
rous con fcience, I give' you thanks for this deliver- 
ance! And iince J*m pofitivc, Tve little nature on. my 
fide too, midim mny now go on .with her noble ^efent- 
mcnt if Ihtvpleafcs. 

Enttr Bruih." 

B)rnjiy. Lonti George Bnll^nt gives -his fefvice, and if 
ycur lordftiip's at Icillue, .hc'il*wait upon you. 

Ld. Myo':g. Give my fervicc, f:fy I'ihall be glidto 
fee him. [Exit- Brufh. 

D*ye hear ? Brujh ! • [\fir/(/^'re turns ] 

• BruJh. My lord f 

' Ld. Wrong., Is the footman come ba( k yet ? 
" BruJh, Y*:s, my lord; he call'd at iV-fjite's, but there's 
no letter for your lordlhip. 

\^A. Wrong, Very well. [jE';rj/ Brufh. 

I.can't imtpjue the meaning of it ;*— ifjre, J hav'n't 
•play'd with ihe baby-fac'd girl 'till i^m in" love with 
her ; and ytt h.r difiif pv>inting me yeilerday does not llip 
{o eafily through my memory as things of this gentle 
ftrtture us'd to do, A very- phk*2;matick fymi^toui. 

i6 
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■ ' " And yet, if flie had come, *tis ten to one, tbe 
greatell relief (he could have given me, would have been 

a fair excufe to get rid of her, Hum 1 ay, ay, all's 

fafe, ■■ She has only iHrrM my pride, 1 find ; my 
heart's as found as my conilitution ; — and yet her not 
comingy nor excuiing it, puzzles me. 

£iiUr Brulh. 

Brujh, A letter for your lordfliip. 
Ld. ^rong. Who brought it ? 
Brujh. Snug^ the chairman. 

Ld. Wrong. O ! 'tis right ; now we fhall be let into 
the fecret. 
[Reads.] 

1 ivo^n't heg your pardon for not coming yefterdajt ^^- 
cau/e it 'was not my fault ; hut indeed Pm forty I could 
not. 
Kind, however, tho' 'tis pofiible ihe may lye too. 
To he Jhort^ old Teizer fmoaks the hufimfs^ pofs — 
By her Hile, the child feems to have a great genius for 
iniquity ; but who the duce is old Teixerf O ! chat mufl 
be htx uncle. Sir Friendly Moral I ^^Smmks the hufinefs^ 
fofs I — - Very well . 

For be nuatciU'dme all day^ as if he had heen in Ip/vi 
mfith me bimfelf: hut you may depend upon me this afm 
ternoon, ahout fi've^ at ihe fame place ; //// nnhen^ dear 
Difmaly adieu* 

[Tears the letter. 
Well faid ! Egad, this girl will debauch me ! what pity 
'tis her perfon does not fpread like hei" underftanding ! 
——•But (he is one of £<i;/'s own Afters^ born a woman. 
Bid the fellow ftay for an anfwer. {Exit Bro(h«' 

Inter Mrs. Hart(horn« 

Hartf My lady defires to know* if your lordfliip pleafes 
to drink any lea ? 

Ld. IVron^, [4fide,] What a mefs of impertinence 
kave I had tnis morning I bat Vl\ make my advantage 
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o£ thi»* Pray thank your lady, and telJ her, I defire 
flie'll be pl«as'4 to come and drink (bme with nie. 
[Exit Hartf.] When a man has a little private folly 
upon his hands, 'tis prudent to keep his wife in good 
humour, at lead,, 'till the frailty's thoroughly com- 
mitted. {Exit. 

Enter Lady Wronglove and Brufli. 

lufL, Wrong' Where's my lord ? 

Brujh. I believe he's writing ift hid clofet> mad^im ; 
if your ladyfhip pleafes, I'll go and (ee* 

La. Wrong. No, day— I'll I'll-^ Wait 

without. 

BruJh, Jealous, by Jupittr ! I mud look fliarp, I fee. 

[Fetirei. 

La. Wrcngj^ Writing ! then I am confirmed ! Not a 
day pafles without fome freft difcovery of his perfidiouf- 
nefs — This u^fage is beyond patience — Suit men 
think that wives are flocks or fiones, without all fenfe of 
injuries, or only born and bound to bear them \ But 
fince his villftinies want the excufe of my ddferving 
them, I'll let him fet I dare refent 'em as I ought. I'll 
prove 'em firft, and then revenge *em with my fcorn — — 
Hum ! what's here ? a torn letter ! ha ! this hand is 
new I O ! my patience ! fome frefli, fome undifcaver'd 
flut ! Here, Hartjhorn ! 

Enter Hart(horn. 

Go to the door this minute, and tell the impudent fel- 
low there, that my lord fays the letter requires no a&>- 
fwer ; and if he offers to bring any niore, he'll have his 
limbs broke. 

BruJh, {Behind S^ Ha ! this was a lucky difcovery ! 
Between my lord, or my lady, it's hard if I don't mend 
my place by it. 

La. Wrong. It is not yet fo tcA^n^ but I may read it 
———'Twill coft his wit fome troui>le to evade this 
proof, I'm farc " ■ > — - I'll have it piec'd^ and fend it 

3 ■ s 
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him I'll let him fee T know him ftill A bafe, 

a mean' Huh !— — now he's naufeoos -to me. 

[Exit Lady Wrong, 

l^ireMUr- Lord Wronglbvc *witif a ktttr. 

Ldi Wrong, Here, give this to the. porter.. 

Brujh. My lord, the porter's gone; [Smiling. 

Ld. Wrong Gone ! haw To ! What does the fellow 
&eer at ? 

Srujh, My lord, I beg your Iftrdftiip's pardon for my 
boldntfs,, but, perhaps, it may be more ufeful to yoa 
than my itbiice ;• 1 law fomething that happen'd jull 
now ' ■ 

Ld. Wrong, What's the matter ?' 

Brujh, VVhile your lordfhip was writing within, my- 
lady, I fancy *d by her looks, fofpedled lomething by 
Snug*s being at the door (for fhe enquires every mor* 
tal's bufmefs that coriies to^ fpeak with yoitr lordfhip) ;. 
but here (he came, and bid me go out of the room.. 
Upon which I- made bold to watch her at^ the door, 
where I faw her pick up the pieces -of that letter your 
fordihip tore juft now; and then ffec flew into a violent 
paffion, and order'd the. porter* to be fen t away without, 
his^aufwer. 

• Ld. Wrong% No' matter; you know where to iind 
him ? 

Bruj^, Yes, my lord, he plies at Whitens, 

Ld. Wrong, Run> afier him quick, tell htm it was a 
miftake, and that's his anfwer. [Givfi a /g(Ur,] [Exit 
Brulh.]' Let me fee- ■■"J fhall certainly hear of thi«- 
letter from my wife ; and 'tis probable her pride will- 
have as much pleafure in .reproaching me, as her good- 
nature would in finding me innocent — ■ I muft take 
care not to let her grow upon me-— To- bear -the open 
infolence of a wife is- a punifh/nent, that exceeds bo^h 
the crime and the pleafure of any favours the fex can 
give us But' why am I * fo apprebenfive of a 

poor woman's being out of humour ? My gravity for 
iht matter would be as ridieulous as her- paiiioa.' ■ ■» 
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The worft on?t is, that in our matrimonial fqujibblesv 
one fide's generally forced to make a confidence with 
their fervants ; I am reduc'd now to truft this fellow 
— But I can make it his intcreft to be fecret»— — 

Enter Hartfliorn nvzt^ tea'. 

Hart/, Here's your lordfliip's tea. 

Ld. fFrong. O I thank you, Mrs. Hartjhorn . 
Where's your lady ? 

Hartf, My lord, lhe*s not very well, and defu'd me 
to give youi lordfhip this* \€i^€s a letter* 

Ld. Wronz* So ! now it comes - ■ let's lee 
Ha ! the child's letter, faith, carefully piec'd together 
again ;. how ■ here's fome of her own hand toa. 

[Reads.] 

Something has happened that makes me unfit for- tea i 

I "JtHit^d tell you what, hut that I find 'tis the fafoioit^ 

for married people to ha<ve /eparate fecrets. 

Humph I This is ipeaking pretty plain> ■ . Now 

if I take no notice of it, I fhall liave her walk by me 

in the houie with a dumb, gloomy infolence for a. 

fortnight togethcr.^— — .Suppoft t let her: No — — 

-better talk with her— — The mofV violent jealoufy is 
often fubjedl to the grofTeft credulity — —I'll make one 
pufh fbr't. however ; 'tis certainly more pr<adent to come 
off if 1 can.- — Mrs. Hartfi^orn^ pray tell your lady 

I mud needs fee her ; I have fomething to fay to her 
that will' make her laugh, though fhe was dying of the 
vapours. 

Hart/. My loud, V\\ tell her, [Exit H^rt^i 

Ld. TFrong. Or fuppofe her jealoufy is too wife for 
Biy wit ; fay fhe wbn^t be impos'd' apeh :. a^ worft, I'll 
carry it. on with fuch an excefs of aiTurance, that I'll 
give her the mortification of thinking, that I believe f 
have deceived her : ihe Ihan't have the plea&rc of 
knowing (he infults. me ; I'll- cruih. the very hope of 
her rtfentment ; and by feeming always eafy myfelf, 
make her jealoufy a private plague to her infolence. 
^e fhall never catcb' txi% owning any thing.. Her pride 
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would have ks end .indeed, if flie coiiM ooc^ briog me 
to the humble fhame of coofeffion. ■«■■ ■ < Oh^ (he's 
here! 

JS/r//f I<2i^ Wronglove 'uety grave. 

La. Wrong. t)*ye want me for any thing ? 

Ld. ^r<T;sr^. Ay, child, fttdoOrn: nartJB^m toRtme 
you were not well, fo I bad a- mindf to divert you a 
little. Sucb a ridiculous adventure fure ■ ' * iHik! 
hal ha! 

La. Wrong, I am as well as I expedl to be, tho' per^ 
haps not fo eafy to be diverted. 

Ld. Wrong. Ha ! ha ! h& ! no mattef fttt^ that, if 1 
don't divert yoo^— Heit lake your di&y child "^^-^ 
Hal ha! ha! 

La Wrong. I fhaen't drink any. 

Ld. Wrongs Ha ! ha ! ha ! Do you fenoi^ now, that 
I know what makes you fo ooC of humour ? Ha ! ha ! 

La« Wrong, By my foul, you have a good affuraace. 

\frwfningm^^ 

Ld. Wrong. Ha ! ha ! ha ! Do you know too> tfaat^ 
I am now infulting you with the mod ridiculous malice,, 
and y^t with all the comical juftiee in the world \ Ha ! 
ha^lhal 

La. Wrong, My lord, all this is mightily thn>wa 
a;^y upon me, I never had any great genius to hu^ 
mour ; befides, that little 1 havd, you know 1 have i^ow 
reafon to be out of : and, to fpare you the vain trou^ 
ble. of endeavouring to impofe upon'me, I muft tell yoo^ 
that.thi» uHige is £t only for the commoil Wretches you 
convericvwith. 

Ld. Wrong, By my foul, I ddn't bdicve the like ever 
happened in aU the accidents of human life I Stich an 
incredible, fuch^a romantick complication- of blunders,, 
that, let me perifh, if I think Moh'er»*s Coo» ImagU 
nairo has half fo many turns in it, as you fhall hear>. 
^hild In the Br& place, the porter makes a> 

blunder by miftaking the place (or the perfon, and en* 
quires for me, inibead of one ar- my boufe ; my block* 
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faeaiiy Brujb here, carries it on, and with hi^ o>^n bidn- 
define; hand ^vts hit miftrefs'ft letter to me : no (bdner 
^as that miitake fet to rights, bat the pieces of the letter 
fall into your hands, and (as if Fortune refolv'd the jeft- 
ihould not be loft) you really fancy 'd it came from a 
miftrefs of mine % andfo^ by way of comical refentdietot/ 
fall out of humour with your tea, and fend it to me 
again Ha! ha! ha! 

La. Wrong, This evaiion, my lord, is the worft ftaff 
that ever any fore watf made of* 

Ld. Wrong. [JfideJ] * Twoft't do^ I find ; but 'tis no 
matter, I'll go on. Hal ha! and £9 upon this, what 
does me J, butinftead of making you <aiy> let's yob go 
on With the fancy, till I was thoroughly convinced your 
fufpicion was real, and then comes me about with the 
mo(t unexpedked cataftrophe, and tells you the wholo 
truth of the matter. Ha t tei I ha ! 

La. Wrtng, A very pretty farceindeed, my lOfd ; but 
by the thinnefs of the plot, I fee yoU have not given 
yourfelf much contrivance. 

Ld. Wrong* No, upon my foul 'twas alt fo dire^ly ii^ 
nature, that die leall Mion in the world had knocked 
it all to pieces. 

La. Wronz. It's very well, my lord ! f am as much 
diverted with .the entertiunment, 1 fuppofe^ aa yoo ex- 
Ilea I ihould be. 

Ld. Wrong. Ha ! ha ! Why did I not tell you I lhou*d 
divert you ? 

La, Wrong. You have indeed, my lord, to aftonlfli- 
ment. Tho' there's one part of the defign you left out 
in the relation, and that was the anfwer that you wrote 
(by miftake, I fuppofc) to your man's riiiftrefs. 

Ld. Wrong, O that !-— i^hy that was-^that was— the 
•^the— the— the anfwer?. Ay, ay, the anfwer was 
fent after the porter, becaufe you know, if he had gone 
away without It, 'twas fifty to one the poor fellow's mi< 
ftrefs wou'd not have been feconcil'd to him this fort- 

n^ighi ■ But did you obferve, child» what a coarfe 

familiar ftyle the pufs writes ? 

La, Wrongs Coarfenef$ of ftyle is no proof that tb« 
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pufb might not be miflrers to a man of quality : and I 
mull tell yout my lord^ when men of quality can find 
their account in engaging with women, whofe highefl 
modedy is impudence, methinks cbey fhou'd not v^ondcr 
if men of their own principles, whofe impudence is often 
miftaken for wit, fhould talk their wives into the fame 
failing. 

Ld. lVron£, Let me die, child, if you han't a great 
deal of good fenfe. [^^PP^H ^^' ^^^* 

La. Wrong. *Tis not the firft time that an afFronicd 
wile has convin'd the world of her perfonal merit, to the 
fevere repentance of her hulband* 

Ld. Wrong. Abundance of good fenf<* 

Entif Bra(h« 

^ Brujh, Lord Georgit my lord* 

Ld, Wfong, Deiirc him toiK^alk ifl ■ ■ Nay^ yoa 

need not go, child. 

La. Wrong, I am not in a humour now for company^ 
•— — Therc'i a couple of you. 

\^Exit LaJy Wronglovc» 

Ld. Wrong, What pains this fiUy wom^an takts te 
weary me, altvays \\idening the breach between us, as 
if 'twere her intcreft to have no hopes of an accommo- 
dation ; as if ihe felt no pain in making her own life 
wretched, fo ihe could but imhittcr mine— Let her go 
on— Here's one that always fwceiens it. 

Enter Lord Geo«£e. 

Ah, my Georgy I Kifs. 

Ld. Geo. And kifs, and kifs again , my dear 



By Ganymede there's neftar on thy lips. O the nlea- 
fure-of a friend to tell the joy ! -— • O Wronglo^c !- 
Such hopes ! 

Li^, Wrong. Hey-day! What's the matter ? 

Ld. Geo, Such foft ideas ! — Such thrilling 

thoughts of aching pleafure ! — — ~ In Ihort,. Is l\are 
too much on*c. 
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U»^Wrcfig, Thou flrange piece of wild nature ! 

Ld. Geo. Death ! I tell thee, man, I'm above half 
fees ovrr. 

Ld. Wrong. One wou'd rather think half the Teas were 
over you ; for, in my mind, you don't talk like a man 
above water. 

Ld. Geo, Prithee forgive me : how is it poffible I 
fliou'd, when all my faculties are drown*d in joy ? 

Ld. Wrong. Then prithee, my dear, float about ; 
fhut down the fluice of your rapture, before the no- 
thingnefs of your words gels over the banks of your 
nnderflanding. In plain common fenfe, let's know the 
buiinefs. 

Ld. Geo. Why the buHnefs, in one word ■■ ■ it^g 
impoffible to tell you. 

Ld. Wrong. Impoffible! ■ ■ .Will you- drink any 

tea? 

• Ld. Cto. Tea! thoo foft, thoo fober, fage, and vene- 
rable liquid, thou innocent pretence for bringing the 
wicked of both (exes together in a morning \ thoo fe* 
male tongue-running, fmile-fraoothing, heart-openings 
wink-tippling cordial, to whofe glorious in£pidity I owe 
the happieft moment of my life, let me fail proflrate 
thus, and f— p, f— p, f— p, thus adore thee ! 

[Kneels and Jtps the tea. 

Ld. Wrong. Come, come, you filly affeded rogue, get 
up, and talk at leaft like a- fool -to be underllood. 

Ld Geo. Don't you think there's pleafure in aiFefta- 
tion, when one's heartily in good-humour. 

[^f^ery affk^edly. 

1j6., Wrong, Impertinent puppy Drink your tea. 

Ld. Geo. O Wrenglo^ve ! I have been drinking tea.— 

\Tranfported» 

Ld. Wrong, With fome laughing ladies, I prefuine, 
whofe inceilant concuifion of words wou*d not let you 
put in a fyllable, and fo you are come to eafe yourfelf 
upon me. 

Ld. Geo. Then prithee be a friend, and let me 
fpeak. 
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Ld. }Fr6ng. Not o»Iy blank vci*fe, Bui rhimci if yon 
pleafe ; in the nsune of xK>nieilfe,- go on* ■ 

Ld, Geo. **wear then, ' 

Ld. PFrong* Sivearl 

Ld. Gio. Ay-j fwe^* 

Ld. /rr^»^. Blood-I 

Ld, Geo. Ffhah 1 Prithee. 

Ld, if^rnng^ Nay> pray, fir, give me leave to pUy the? 
fool in my turn ; the moment you fpeak to be uoder* 
ftood, I'll iecufe you a reafonable anlwer. 

Ld, Gi9, Swear then never (to any mortal) to tr aft 
from you, or hint, or fpeak of what 1 fliill difcovefi 

Ld. IVrong* Upon my honour, 

Ld. Geo^ Honour 1 tne common hackney- oath of fops» 
rakes> and (harpers ; fvvear me by fomethiAg de«irei^ ta«ii 
tiiy eyes^ than life or liberty^ 

Ld. Wrong. Indeed I 

-Ld. O99. Swear nie by idl dly tea<}er<5ft liOpea^iit \^t \ 
by thy foft iigbv of paan^ proceediiig from tUy pl^fare p 

Ldir Wr9ng» I do by fom^t'hin^ dearer to mo y«t -*-— 
By mfy fiiort Iby after peiieilibn I by mychaife aUer Nasfd 
ri(Hng ; by my e^iy-chair after dintieiv and by toother 
bottle aftex" the biH's paid^ I will be ie'iret. 

Ld. Geoi Ay J no^ be perjur'd if thou dareft ■* 

Know then at IslH, that generoaff» lovely oreMre 

has faid behind xny hsLcky that I am Hie teoil fober^ 
good«humcur'd^ aind agreeably-iBoiFonfivc young fellttw^ 
that ever came into a.ciirii famil/ ; to be Aioyt, fhe has 
made me, a gieneral invitation to her houfe; upon 
which I have taken lodgings that look ftilll ioto hter back 
elefet window, and drauk tea with her alone ^6* ntora- 
ing. 

Ld, Wrcn^, Some humble iinner, whofe only cHartn 
is being another man's miftrefs^ Til lay my life on't* 
[AfiJe,] Well, and what didr you give her ? 

Ld. Geo. A bleeding heart, all iludded o'er witk 
wounds of her ey^s own making, 

Ld. Wrong. Ihat is, you puU'd out your watch ts 
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yQM yvi^rc p>i«ig »w;ay, ;^pd fl^e W)ok a fancy tp ope of 
the feals : though by the device, I prefume it w^s (^p\y 
Timo^m %^JW^< (o 'tis pj?obablfi %om njigl^t j^ocl^avc 
come oft much cheaper at Mother Da^h^s. 

Ljd. ^Ce? J^rp/^i^tipAl-T— T-lo b€^ripu5 ^cft, at 
once, I i^aye fo^id hopes of L^ady G^nflt. 

hd. JFrjtf^, Hoh I Koh ! 6 ihou vaip, |hov fcnfelefi 
fop ! 1$ , aU this mighty rajpti^re then ppjy from a finp 
>vpm§»*5 l?eing copuponiy ci,y^ to tli^e ? The mere iii* 
npp^nt eff^.^ oT hergpod-hiirx^^r an4 br^edifig. 

^Ld. Qio. Plhah f i^eti oot pxe jo£ wljqice ijt is bpri\> 
let it faffice^ I've form'd it in(p J^c^e; ^t ypur Ufmc^ 
elvil, fccrct $ghej:s, fiic^ as .i^eif^r tjhin^K thfc (air pric 
fure, till they hear the tag of her lacc click/ tl^ink 
it nQ ?;aiife fpr jpy; Mnt ^'vc a <q^I ^liat wiaJffs, 0iat 
ilarts ^p ^t the 1^^ (foi^^if^g ^^nny pf a "hppe, ^ 
fet^ my^vety faquJty pn fire-— rr-ftc j^^ft — rr&emuft 
•rrr—jpxc njw^ft be ^ypnrrr-f-For fincc I ^lave r^fply'd to 
hop(C, ipy fancy 4onbJiy pai|it.s ter i^auties-r-rO ! fce^ 
all pnefragra»t. field of iQJxarpjs, to pamper pp the blpo^ 
pf ffi{d 4f fife. ' ' ' 

Id. Wrong. Ah Gfi[ge ! wh^t l^f4o^ ^woT^fJk th^j;i 
;Hmft |i^rlittfl|^nd take of her ? 

I^d. G^^. Why didft thpp mention himJ.-TTrrJI^^th ! 
I quCt ^car th^ thowght-r-r-^Can lhelavciijm?-rr- ?i 
p thp v^dpt vales, the dpy^foy la^ps pf frnitf^i^ l^Ufs i 
The.pvq-^qwiog iprings of flopj, afrefhing fc^s^jty^ th^ 
^Pjpy.dogwift revel, r^njje, apd fportju! 

l^\ Wr<mg. Nay, the woman's a jfine cfe^re^ 
that's certain ; it's thoufand pities one can^t \^\x^.)^^ 
pj^t pf t|>at unfa(hioaabJe folly of U^ii^g her h^uif^apd> 
.wl^e;i nereis a pian ,qf unmibuted hpij^our icpo, i^ 
ii;]iQ\YS the world, that underftands loy^ and ruin to 
a tj^jfje ; that w<^hi, at the le^ii tip pf a wi^k, taJ 
her of all her ipciijpal^apc^, fet her at the yejqf top 
of the pode# ai^^ qualify hpr for p feparate ma^i^te* 
oanpe m t^e twipkling pf fi li,acilfincy-co^c)i .lyiiv- 

Ld. Geo. Can you be a moment ferioui? 
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U. fVrong. Faith, iir^ if I am not, 'tis only to make 
you fo. 

* Ld. Geo, You (tern to think this buiinefs impra^i- 
cable. 

• * Ld. l^ronj^. Why truly, for any great progrefs I fee 
jou have rnade, I dcn*c think but it is : and if you'll 
take my opinion of the woman, I do think, provided 
you'll allow there's any fuch thing in nature, (he's one 
of impregnable virtue : that you can no more make a 
breapH in her honour, than find a flaw in her features : 
4>ate but a little of her ovcr-fondnefs for play, ihe's the 
perfedtion of a good wife. 

Ld. Geo. O your fervant, fir'^ you own fhe has a paf- 
fion for play then. 

Ld. Wrong. That I can't deny ; and, what's worfe, I 
doubt fhe likes it a great deal better than fhe underflands 
it. I hear fhe has loll confiderably to the Count of late. 

Ld. Geo. You muftknow, then, that the Count is my 
engineer ; he and 1 have a right underftanding ; when- 
ever fhe plays we are fure of her money : now he has al- 
ready iiript her of all her running cafh; befides eight 
hundred pounds upon honour. For payment of which, 
I made him fend her a downright prefHng letter by me 
this morning : I obferv'd her a little ftartled when fhe 
"read it, and took that opportunity ro Ikrew myfelf into 
the fecret, and oiFer'd my affiftance ; to be fhort, I ad- 
drefs'd myfeJf with fo much tender regard to her confa- 
fion, that, before we parted, I ertgag'd this afternoon 
to lend her a thoui'and pounds of her own money to 
pay hin^. 

Ld. ti^ong. I confefs yotir battery's rais'd againd the 
only weak fide of her virtue. But how are you fure you 
can work her to pufh her ill fortune ? She may give over- 
play : what will all your advantages fignify, if fhe does 
not iofe to you more than fhe can pay ? 

Ld. Geo. O, I have an expedient for that too— 
Look you, in fhort, Twon't ipoil my plot* by diftover- 
ing it ; a few hours will make it ripe for execution, and 
then but 
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nere is na fear that I Jbou^d tell 
The jcys that are unfpeakable. * 
Ld. Wrong.^ Ha ! ha ! and fo you are really in love to 
the laft extremity of paffion. 

Ld. Ge9. Pritnee don't laugh at me. [^Affe&edly. 

Ld. Wrong, Don^t- you think I have heard you with a 
great deal of patience } 

Ld. Geo.' Nay* I know we puppies in love are tire- 
feme. 

Ld* Wrong. And fo you think chat all this extrava- 
gance of your flyk and gefture muft have convinc'd me» 
that you really care iixpence for this woman ? 
lA. Gee. Woa*d you have me fwe^ ? 
Ld. Wrong, Ay, come, do a little* 
Ld* Geo. Why dien, by all the facred ties of honour, 
friendihipi and reftiefs love, had I but five thoufand 
pounds in the whole world, and nothing elfe could pur- 

^hafe her 

Ld* Wrong* I dare fwear you'd give it every (hilling, 
that you really cou'd love her, tho' it were only to gee 
lid of your paffion for Mrs. Conqueft. 
\A.Geo. Why. then, look you -*-«- 
Ld. Wrong, You may fwear 'till you are black in the 
face; but you love her, heronly, indeed you do : your 
paffion for Lady Gentle is affeded : not but I grant you'll 
purfue it, for when nothing's in view you're indefatiga- 
ble: You are a little uneafy at the fmallnefs of Mrs. 
Conqueft^ fortune, an4 wou'd faio perfuade yourfelf you 
are in love in another place- b ut hark'e, you'll marry 
her.— —And (o^ if your chariot's at the . dgor, you ihall 
carry me to Whites, 

Ld. Geo, Why then (except myfelf), thou art jpoii- 
tivelythe moft impudent fellow upon the face or the 
Orth, [Exeunt. 



ACT 



Digitized byCjOOQlC 



^Xfi f%t liAtfttT'* LjL.vr Stake f «r, 



A e r II. SCENE trnfinufs. 

» 

Xa« Wkflflsr* TT7 H. Y w I thflf |]i}fAfy?. Son I am 



unreaTonable in my temper^ 1 
WgJttyfd fc iin - jji iScy if the ^uflnuul'^ yi«iitfi«ii .of his 
mArfi^^tViOMf i« in itii^lf io Ibnl- an injarji« whence is 
it that the Uvf 'uX9 4MnAg in m Wkymom. of n^wft^ 
And yet 'tis fare. «n injiuyt bflcaitfe jiift naUue aiakes 
the pain of bearing it jOptraig0QUK<-79--r^ hanl coadition I 
JFor if jeViK th^ piaA pfav&cs the jicife to miMie fir re* 
lnratMn*. AiB wAfl4's .gjcof? Miftoouniikesher^ perhaps^ 
4 jell to diefr who fl^nM Mift W.^^^If ihe offiinda» 
the crime's unpardonable ; yet if injilr'd» hat .ao right 
^9 40jQpcfiiktiop t it may be ufual ihis> Jbut fiir^'tii un- 

JW#r iM&v> Httt/hom. 

Mrs. Air// Mariam, the F^r^t's come bi^. 
La, fFrfmff Bring him in* 

Well, friends how far have you followM ^tm} 

Bfirt. Why, sad it pleafe your hono^C) ftrft.f^jbpth 
,|ll^ai in. LQrcL.G^0ijg«U .chariot to Whiu^s* 

JU*- *Vwr^. How long did they ftay ? 

?«r/. Why, and it pleafe your honour, they ftayM^ 
as near as I can guefs, about— a very little time* 

La. Wrimg. Whither did they go then ? 

'P9rt. Why then they ftopt a little at the coach-ma- 
ker's at Charing Qrofi, and look'd upon a fmall thing 
^heif, they caU a booby-hutch, and did not ftay; and 
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fo.then fiopt a^aln at tlie frui(-ihop in Q^itff-Q0rAmL 
and then juft ^went up to Tom^u cofTce-hQufc, and ikoa* 
went away to the toy«ihop at the TempU'Gate^ and there 
they ftay'd I ^an't tpll yoii horn loBg> anU pkafe 
yoa. 

La. Wrong. Did they hay any thing ? 

Poft. YeSf a luiBiber pf things, tr^Iy. 

La. JFroMg. Were they mofily fojr mea'i ufe, or 
how ? 

Port. Nay» I don't know ; foch fort of trsm^ams as 
the gentry uie :-—I remember one was fi^h a kind of a 
fmaH fdnar-cafe as that by your ^onottr's fide, my Lord 
Wr9t^9V€ bought it. 

La. Wrong. So ! that was not for me» I am fore. 
\Afi^f*\ P9T^ know what he paid for't ? 

Port. Troth, I can't fay 1 do--— -They eame wayt 
ait't ]i|{;e your honour, but. I did not fee them pay for 
any thing— —And fo after tha t - 

Znttr Hartihorn. 

l^rtf. Young Mifs Notidfieis coi^e to w^it qppQ yoQr 
ladyfhip. 

La iVrong. Here, come i^to the next room^ fi^end*. 
I muft employ you farther.— —Deiire her to walk in ; 
V\l wait upon her prefently. 

lExit Li^. Wrong, and Porin-. 

Re-inter Mrs. Hartfhorn with Mifs Notable. 

Mrs. Hartf, If your ladyfhip pleafes to walk in, my 
lady knows you are here, madam , , , ■ Dear madam ! 
how extremely your ladyfhip's grown within this half 
year? 

Mifs NotuhU. O £y^ Mrs. Hartjhorn, you don't think 
me taller, do you ? 

Mrs. Hart/. O dear madam, to an ipfin^ty ! Nay, 
and fo plump too, fo freih-look'd, fo round -hipp'd, and 
full cheited that »I am fare, madam, 

lie! he! if I were a young gentleman of quality. 

Vol.. H. K 
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madam, he I he ! Your ladyfliip will pardon my frce^ 
dom I proteft, he ! be ! ■ 

[Curt^Jy'mg and Jtmpering^ 

Mif§ iVtf/. I vow, Mrs. Hartjhom, you have a great 
deal of good-humour ; is not your lady very fond of . 
you ? 

Mrs, Hart/, Truly, madam, I have no reafon to 
complain of my lady ; but you mufl know, madam, of 
late there have been fome concerns in the family between 
my lord 'and (he, that I vow, my poor lady is feldom in 
humour with any body. 

Mifs J^ot,^ I'm mighty forry for that .What, does 

my lord give her jutiy occafion for jealoufy, think * 
you ? 

Mrs. Hart/, OccafK>n, qn^th^a! O lard ! madam-**-* 
But 'tis not fit for me to fpeak. 

WifsNot. [JJiJe.'] Tm glad to hear this — 'Ti« pof^ 
fible her ladyfliip may be convinced that fifteen is as fit 

an age for love as fix-and-twenty. And if her 

jealoufy's kindled already. Til blow it into a hlalae .be- 
fore i part with her. 

Mrs. Hart/ Madam, I hear my lady's coming 
■ M I humbly take my leave of your ladyfliip : 

Your ladyfliip's moft obedient fervant. 

[Impfrtinently cringing. 

Mifs N»U Your fervant, good Mrs. Hartjhorn ; if * 
you'll call to fee me, I have a very pretty new crofs, 
that would become your neck extremely You'll par- 
don me; 

Mrs. Hart/ Dear madam ! your ladyfliip's fo oblig- 
ing..— -I fliall take an opportunity to thank your lady- . 
fliip [Exit Mrs. Hartfliorn. 

Ettttr Lady Wrpnglove. 

Mifs Not, My dear, dear Lady TFronglove ! you'll 
forgive me ; [ always come unfeafonably, but now 'tis 
pure friendfliip, and my concern for you that brought 
me. 

La. Wrwjg. My dear, you know Tarn always glad to 
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fee you ■ ■ but you*U excufe me, if I am not the com- 
pany I wou'd be ; I am mightily out of order of late* 
1 hope Sir Friendly s well. 

Mifs Not. After the old rate, pa(t the pleafores of 
life himfelf, and always fnarling at us that are juft come 

into *em. 1 do make fuch wort with him. 

Rereads me eyefy morning a ie<fl^re ,againft lightnefr 
an4 gadding abroad, as he calls it; thea do I teize hin^ 
to death, and threaten him, if he won't let me do what 
I plcafe, rn chufe a new guardian that will. 

La* fFrong, Come, don't difoblige. him, my dear;, 
for if you*Il let me fpci t as a ^iend,, yoi^ hav^ a. good 
natural town-wit, I own^ and a great many p^retty qua- 
lities; but, takf my vyoid, your . inierell and reputation 
will fi<nd a better accoi^nt in trufling. 'em under your 
uncle's conduct, than your own. , . 

Mifs Not, I don't know that ; for all his tedious fclf- 
denying courfe of philofophy is only to.raake me a good 
old woman : jull tte condition of the mifer's horfe, w'hea 
he had. taught him to live upoa one' oat a day, the 
poor creature died. So I am to fpendall my youth in 
learning to avoid ple^iures that nature won't let me ba 

able to tafte when I'm old- --jWjuch is jull /as much 

asjto fay,' do;i't drink whil£- you afe thirlly ; becaufc if 
, you ftay; vfhile you are choat- d, . you won't care whether 
you drink or no. 

h^.. Wrong,. \AJideJ\ What an improving age is this ? 
But, my dear, pray let me talk to you a little ferioufly, 
and. I hope it won^tjbc,lo|t upo» yQu ; for youjjave an 
on'derftanding that's uncommon at your age. 1 have 
ohfervedy , among all the unfortunate' pf our fexi paore 
womep have 'been undonq })y their wi^ thajn their 
iimplitity; wit makes us vain ,> and when we arp warm 
in our opinion of it, it fometimes hurries us through 
the very bound?. ,of prudence, intereft, and reputation ; 
have a care of being fingled out by the men. Women, 
like deer, are fafcft \p, the herd ; ihe that breaks av/jy 
from her acquaintance, may he. moil folidwcd indeed; 
liut the end of the ch'acc is very ofteu fatal. 
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Mifs Npt. Bttt pr^^ madam ! Now with fubmiflioii, 
I diiak yoor irgmnent won't hold ; for a deer's bufi- 
nefs n to eicape, bat a womaa's is to be caught ; or el^ 
the world's ^langely aherM. 

La. JFrong. Honoombljr, I grant you^ , 

^1^ KvK Honourably ! That is to fbnd (lilt itke a 
poor dumb thing', and* be tamely fliot ^at of the herd 
_. Now i think a young creature, rhat faiiif 

trufts to her heels, and leads you twenty or thirty coapM 
of briik young fellows after her helter-fteltcr, over hills, 
hedges, bogs, and ditches, has ten times a fairer chancy 
for her life ; and if fhe is taken at laft, I will hoM 
twenty to one, among any people cJf taftc, they'll fey 
(he's better meat by half. 

La. JFrMg. Well faid, child ! Upon my word you^^ 
have a goodiieart : - the addrefs of a lover uifes to be 
more terrible at ypyr ag?.— Yott feem to h^ve rcf<dved 
upon not dying a maid already. 

Mifs Not. Between you and I, Lady Wronilo^ey I 
have been pofitive in that this twelvemonth. 

La. Wrong, Why then, (ince we are upon fecrets, mf 
dear, | muft tell you, the road you arc in is quite out of 
the way to be rjiarried : huibands and lovers are not 
caught with the fame bait: 

Mifs Not, With all my heart, let me but catch lovers 
plenty, I'm fatisfy'd ; for if having one's will is the 
plcafurc of life, Tm fure catching a hufhand is catch- 
ing a tartar.— * No, give mc dear, precious liberty- 
content, and a cottage. 

La. Wrong, And wou'd hot a good; hafband, content 

you ? • . • 

Mifs N(n. And why muft. I expeft a .b<?tter than any 
of my neighbuori I IV but look into the privatte com- 
forts of the dear, fond, honourable couples about this^ 
town; and ''you'll find th>re*« generally two beds, two 
purfcs, two tables, two coachcs^^ two ways — --And fo, 
in molt of their pleafares, an unmolefted fcparation is the 

only chain that keeps 'em together -Now pray, 

madam, will you give me leave to bt ^tt, and afe you 
one ^ucftion I * 
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La. JFroftg, Frcclv> my dear. 

Mifs Not, Then did you yourfclf never, upon no oc- 
cafion, repent your being raarry'd ? 

La. Wrong. That queftion'» very particular, my 
• dear. ^ 

Mifs Not. Perhaps you'll pardon me, when I give 
yon my reaibns for afking ; but if you never did repent 
it, I am refolved I won't be the £rli that ihews you oc« 
cafion to do it. 

La. Wrong. I don't know, my dear, that ever \ give 
any body reafon to think mc uneafy at home \ but you 
fpeak, child, as if you knew fomething that ought to 
make me fo. 

Mifs Not. TheB deodtid iipon% tinkft I were fure yoo 
were oneafy already, Td atftoii be lock*4 up aa tdl yoa 
any thing. 

L. Wrong. Well I fappofe I am oneafy* 

Mifs Not. Pardon-— «1 can't fuppofe it— —But fop- 
poTe you nre not, (hen I ftoald phy a (bol'a part, I'm 
lure, to make yoo fo. 

La. Wrong. 1 aih ftrc ydu know fometbiiig of my 
r lord; pray tell me. 

Mifs Not. Since I fee you are oneafy» and I know 
you love him but too well ; upon condition you'll think 
I only do it to help your cure, 1 will tell jrou : for when a 
woman is once fure* ihe has a iiibftantial reafon to 
hate her hulband, I (hould think the bufinefs muft be 
half over. 

h^. Wrong,. You jiiiake me impatient. 

Mifs Not. Let me thiiik a Hnle to fdften it, as well as 
I can- ■ ■ What great fools thefc wife, over- grown 
prudes are — to tell the ^reateft fecret of her life to a 
gifl ! To own her hufiiand falfe, and air her fober 

charms neglefted But if fhe knew that yoong PiiU 

Gar lick were the occafion of it too ■ ■ Lurd! how 
her Blood wou'd rife ! What a dis£gurable condition 
wou'd my poor hcad-clodies be in ? [^fi^iA Well, 
madam, to begin then with the end oi my tfory. In 
one word, my lord is grofly falfc to you, and to my 
knowledge has an appointment from a miilrefs this very 
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^fcernooDy to meet her in a hackney coach in the rosd 
to CM/ea. 

hvi* Wrong, All this, my dear, except their place of 
meeting, I knew before ; but how you come to Icnowr 
it, 1 confefs amazes me. 

Mi fs Not, Look you, madam, all I know is this *■ ■ ^ 
While my Lord Wronglwe and Lord George Itay'd at our 
houfe to fpeak with Lady Gentle this morning, I hap- 
pened to fit in the next room to 'em, reading the laft 
i>ew play : where, among the reft of their precioms dif- 
courfe, 1 over-heard my Lord Wmngk've tell Lord George 
the very appointment, word for word as 1 have idd 
it to you. V 

La. Wrong, You did not hear her name ? 

Mifs Not, No, nor what flic was ; only that fhe'j 
pretty and young : for I remember Lo^^d George ridiculfed 

his fancy, and Called her green fruit ■ Little, if 

yoo pleafe, fays t'other, fcut riper, I'll warrant her: 
and 1 had rather gather my fruit myfelf, than have it 
(like you) through the itvtrtX bands thai bring it to 
Covent 'Garden.'''''-^ 

La. Wrong. The brutal thought ! 

l^ifs AV. When my lady came down^ flie made 'em 
flay dinner ;. which was no fooner done, but ( smmc" 
diately dipt away to lell you of it : for mcthought I wag 
much touched with the wrong done to your ladyihip, at 
if it had been to myfelf. . 

La. Wrong, My dear, I am extremely oblig'd to you. 

Mifs Not, Pm fure 1 meant well For to know the 

worft, is not half fo bad as to miftruft it. 

Lsi, Wrong, Infinitely obligM to you. 

Mifs Not, Oh 4 fhe's dclicioufly uneafy; [Afide, and 
fleas' d.] I'll tell you what 1 wou'a advife your ladyihip 
to do: call for your hood and fcarf, and an hackney 

coach to_ the door this minute In the mean time 

Ml ftep home again, (for I am fure they are not gone 
yet, the tea was but jnft calPd for when 1 canae away) 
and the moment my Lord Wrongh've ts^kes his leave, 
rU fend you word : then may you cL^p on your maflt. 
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drive afccr him, and in frve minutea I'll lay my life you 
Catch them together. 

La, Wrong, Why then, if you'll do me the favour to 
fend me that word, my dear, ^ ^^H have leifurc 
fn the mean time, -perhaps, to improve upon your 
advice. 

Mifs Not. If you'll let one of your people fend my 
fcrvant for a chair, I'll go this mtnute. 

Lz. Wrong, Here— Who's there ? 

[Mr J. Uartihorn at the door, 

Mifs Not, I^bw T think I Ihall be even with his ho- 
nour ; ril teach him -to tell of favours before he has 'em 
at leaft : if i had not difcovered him, in my confcictice 
He had Jet madam dlfcovcr mejr \^Ajide, 

La. Wrmg* 1 wou'-d not but have known this for the 
world. 

MIfsJVl?/* lam overjoy M I can fcrvc your ladyihip : 
^ you'll cxcale m^^ runnii g away. 

Enur Mrs, Harlihorn* 

Mm. Hart/. Here*» a. chair ^ madam# 

Mifs Not. WMi I'll take no leave, for I'll call again 
By and bye, to know your fiiccefs. 

lAi^s Not. yourfejvant, fervant. [J^nniofl 

La. Wrong. Get me a hood and fcatf, and a malk, 
and bid -one of the footmeo call an hackney coach to 
the door immediately, [Exit Mrs. Hart(horn."| What 
will become of me i Should not I ftrive to hate him?— 
I think I almoll do. Is he not contemptible ? Fogh I 
What odious thing mud this be, that he converfes 
with ! A woman without modefty has fomething fore 
of horror in her nature 1 What is it then in men, that 
. over- looks fo foul a coarfenefs in the heart, and makeg- 
'jem infamouHy fond of (hame and outfide ?— I blufh to 

think on't. How tame mull he fuppofe me if I bear 

this ufage ? I'll let him fee I have a fpirit as daring a$ 
his own, and as refentful too : iince he dares be bafo, 
I cannot bear but he fhould fee X know him fp. To 
ffgh in fecret o'er my. wrongs, and pay his falihbod^he 
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regards I onl^ owe lo Kk troths is more than nature can 
fttbmit to. 

IVhift 0ftce (he nuptial bond^s hy him dtftrofd^ 

Tbi obligations of tbt wife are void. [Exit, 

SCENE cbangis to Lady GcntleV Houfe. 

Ladj Gentle, Lord Wronglove, and Lord George, at e^ 
tea- table. 

La. Gen, \To Lord Wronglove.] Gome, come, my 
lor4, you muft (lay another difh, indeed. 

Ld'. Wrong, Upon my faith, inadam, my bofinefs is 
of the lail concern ; your ladyihip knowd I don't rfe 
to ftart from good company* 

La. Gen, Well ! I e'en give yoo over, yoa groir per- 
feilly gocd for nothing. 

id. Wrong. The truth on't isi madam, we fond hof« 
bands are fit for nothing— but our wives. 

La. Gen. Come, none of your raillery opun one that's 
too good for yoo. 

Ld. Wrong, Why, (he has ibme high qtialities h)» 
deed, madaip, that 1 confefs are faf abo^-e my merit ; 
but Pm endeavouring every day to deferve 'em as' faft 
as J can. 

La. Gen. Go, go ! You deferve nothing at all ; now 
you difobiige me. 

Ld. Wrong, 1 (hall take a better opportunity to make 
myfelf amends for going fo foon ; L am your ladylhip's 
moft humble fervant.— Mrs. Conquefi, j^ray take care of 
Lord George. 

Mrs. C«3f. O! he fhall want for nothing, my lord ; 
pray, do yoa take the fame care of the lady yoa are 
going to. 

Ld. Wrong. Ha ! ha ! ha ! [Exit Lord Wronglove. 

Ld. Geo. My Lord Wronglove is a verv pretty gentle- 
man ; and yet how unaccountable 'tis to near good fenfe 
ink upon marriage ! 
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La. Gfff/. My lord has fo much good fenfe, that he 
ddes not mean what he fays, I dare fwear for him. 

hd. Geo. Indeed, mtfdam, f can't think he does ; I 
never ^siw amy thing amife in hii a^ions^ either at home 
or abroad. 

La. Gtfrt. Nor I, indeed : and I think ycmr lordMp 
^ery much to be commeaded ; you love ta pnt the fairdl 
conftrD£tk>« uppn things ; it's a certain fign of good 
{tn{t, and good principles. 

Ld. Gi9* Vour ladyfllip \aa fo much of both» that I 
can't help bein^ proud of any tMng that rceommeAds 
xfile to your eftecm. 

La. G^nf. Upon my word^ my k)rd, you have a great 
fliare on't, and i think very deiervedly : ''tis* not a com^ 
mon thing in this fown^ to fed a eenrlemaa of your 
^gure that has courage enough to Iceep marriage in 
countenance^ efpecia}^ when it's fo m^uch the mode to 
be ievere upon't. 

Ld. Geo. Now that to me is an intolerable vanity, to 
4^e a man afham'd of being honourably happy, betaufe 
*tis the fafhion to be vicioufly wretched — I don't, know 
how it may be with o^r people ; but if I were marry'd, 
I (hou'd as much tremble to fpeak lightly c^ my wift, 
as' lAy religion. 

Jirlrs. C$n: O ! the hypocritical monfter— ^ — When he 
knows I know, \ajide'\ if he were to be hanged, he'd / 
fcaroe think it a reprieve t& be married 'There's 

rc^oery at the bottom ^ all tihis, I'm fure— The 
Devil does not fife to turn faint fot nothing. 

La. Gent* I am in hopes yoUr lordship's good opinion 
of marriage will pcrfuade you not to be long out of it : 
we that feel the hapinefs of a condition ourfelves, na- 
turally wi(h ouic friends in it. 

M^. Con. Whait do you think df mt, tttf lord ? You 
know T have bejen about yoti a- great ^hiXe. 
^ hd,. Ged. Fyl fyt You torry I A mere rake! 

Mt^ Cwi. O! but 1 fancy now, a man of yburfobriety, 
and ftay'd temper, wOu'd foon reform me. 

Ld. Gt9. l4^e.] This fubtle devil fmokes me I-^— ^ 
K 5 
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Ware mortals, faith— —It fhcws her a little jealous^ 

however, 

' jMrs Con. I '11 be whipp'd if ever you marry more to 

your mind ; what iignifies two or three thoufand pciinds 

m one's fortune, where you are fure it^ wou*d be made 

op in good- humour and obedience ? 

Ld. Geo, And confidering how intimate a foot you and 
J have always convers'd upon ; what a venerable £gure 
fliqu'd I make in the folemn authority of an hulband, 
pretending to command you ? 

La. Gent. O 1 if you were married, there would be 
. but one will between you. 

Ld. Geo. There's the danger, madam ; being but 
one, we Ihou'd certainly fquabble who fhou'd have it. 
I fhou'd like Mrs. Conquefty perhaps, for my wife's 
companion : one as a light allay to the foftnefs of the 
other's temper : but if I were once fix'd in love, and 
ihou'd unfortunately bolt upon the leail glimpfe of jea- 
loufy, I am foch a (lave to tendernefs, I know 'twould 
break my heart. 

^Irs. Con. Now cou'd I waih his face with my tea. 

iAfide^ 

\a. Genu Well, I'm confident my lord wou'd make 
. an extreme good hulband. 

Ld*. Geo, ' I don't know but I really mighty madam, if 
I cou'd perfuade any woman, befide your ladyihtp, to 
think fo. 

Mrs. Con. [J/i^^e.] How artfully the monfter ferews 
hipfelf into her good opinion ; 1 mull take him down 
a little.— Pray, my lord, how [many women have you 
had of late, by way of 6alm, to heal the flight wound I 
gave you ? , 

Ld, Geo. Upon, my faiths madam, I had my wound 
and cure from the fame . perfoH : my paffion for ypu 
went forward like Ftneiofe*s web .; whatever ypur eye did 
in the day, a vV^ry fiiort .reiie^ion upon yQur temper 
unraveird at night ; fo cha( if yoU wiH needs know the 
truths I have not been reduc'd cf late to apply myfelf 
for relief to any body but your ladyfhip. Ha ! ha ! 
ha 1 ha ! [^e^s an in/n)ting langb^ 
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Mrs. Con. Wel1> he has a glorioas aiTurance ! 

Ld. Geo. I fancy, Mrs. Confueft^ yott meafurc my 
jyrinciples by your own ; for by your quelHon you fee^ 
to think me a very wild creature. 

Mrs. Con. O fye, my lord I So far from ir, that I 
rever faw any thing fb aftonifhingly. modeft. 

Ld. Geo, Not fo modeft neither, madam ; but if my 
Lady Gentle will give me leave, J dar« ufe you mioft in- 
tolei ably for this. 

La. Gent, Ev'n as you pleafe, my lord ; for I con- 
fefs her afTurance is- enough to daAi any one out of coun- 
tenance. 

Ld. Ge9, Docs your ladyfhip hear that, madam ? 
Remember now, that I am allowed the modeller perfon ; 
but to let you fee^ that in a juft caufe I fcorh to take 
the advantage of my character; Til' lay it afide for 
once, and with an honeft freedom tell you, your at- 
tempts upon me arc vainl^ you are homelyn downright 
homely ; and if (He were not a-kin to me, 1 wou'd as 
foon marry my gr,andmother. 

Mrs. Con. Ah, poor foul ! f^ftry body knows, a^ well 
as myfelf, i am more than tolerably handfome : and 
(which you are ready to tear your fleib at) the whole 
town knows you think fo. 

Ld/ Geo. Madam did your ladyfhip ever hear fo 

trarifcendant an afl'mance ? 

La. Gent. Nay, I*m on your fide, my lord— I think 
you can't be too free with her. 

Ld. Ge^, I'll tell your ladyfhip what this creature did 
once ; fuch an inftance of her intrepid felf-^fuffi- 
ciency 

La. Gent. Pray let*s hear it. Ha, ha ! 

Mrs. Con. With all my heart, I'll be heard too. 

hd..G€o. ril teli you, madam About two years 

ago, 1 happened to make a country viiit to my Lady 
Ccnquejiy her moiher ; and one day at the table, 1 re- 
mca.ber, 1 was particularly pleas'd with the cntertaih- 
mtnt ; and, upon enquiry, found that the bill of fare was 
under the diredion of Mademoi/elle here : now it hap- 
pened at thcit time, J was myfelf in want of a ho'ufe- 
K6 
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keeper ; upon which account I Ihougat it wou'd not be 
amifsy if i now and then paid her a little particular ci- 
vility : to be )hort» I fairly told her, I had a great 
mind to have a plain good houfe-Wife about me ; and 
dropt fome broad hints, that the place niight be her's 
for a&ing— — Wou'd you believe it, madam, if I*m 
alive, the creature gfcw fo vain upon't, fo deplorably 
miftook my meaning, that fhe told me her fortune de* 
pend^d upon her mother's will, and therefore flie could 
receive no propofals of marriage without her cob fen t : 
Ha \ ha ! Now after that unfortunate blunder of her's, 
whether I ever gave my lady the lead trouble about the 
bufinefs, I leave to the fmall remainder of her own Con- 
fcience. 

Mrs. Con. Madam, as I hope to be married, the poor 
wretch fell downright in love with me ! For tho* he de- 
fign'd only to make two days flay with us, it was above 
three months before I was able to get rid of him*. 
When he came firft, indeed, he was a pretty fert of a 
tolerable impudent young fellow ; but before he left 
us, (O the power of beauty !) I moll barbaroufly re* 
duc'd him to a fighing, humble, downright dullnefs and 
modefty. 

La. Gtni* Ha ! ha ! Pray which of you tWo am I to 
believe all this while ? 

Ld. Gio, Madam, if there^s any faith in my fenfei, 
her only charms then were, and are ilill, not in raifing 
fif paffion, but pade. I own, I ciid voracioufly admire 
iier prodigious knack of making cheefe-cakes, tarts, 
cuHards, and fyllabubs ; ha 1 ha I ha! 

La. Gmt. Ha I ha! ha 1 

Mrs. Con, You fee, madam, what 'tis to let him be 
ever fo little out of one's hands ; now his very modefty 
is impudence: for to deny his being in love with me to 
.another, is tep times more infolent, than his firfl own* 
ing it to me. 

La, Gent. Plhah ! worda jfignify nothing — Did he ever 
own it under , his hand ? 

Mrs. Com. His hand I Haiha! ha! madam— ^as I 
am a living creature, if 1 have one, I have five hundred 
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hilkt'doux of his, where he has confefs'd fuch things of 
my wit and parts, and mv eyes and my air, and 

my fliape and my charms^ that ^Nay, he tells me 

in Che, I have more natur^ beauties the moment I 
rife out of my bed in the morning, than the whole 
drawing-room upon a birth-day by candle-light. There'i 
for you 1 

Ld. Gto. And ihe beGev*d it, madam— -Ha t ha 1 ha ! 
Tikat's well enough. 

Mrs. Con. Why, J believe Hill' you think fo ■ m 
' Then every line of 'cm is fo cramm'd with fin- 
cerity, iighs, hopes, fears, flames, darts, pains^ 
pangs, and pailion, that in my confcience, if a 
E>ody were to fet 'era on fire, the flame wou*d never 
^o out. 

La. Gent. Well, if you are in love, ho, this is cer- 
tainly the newell way of wooing that ever was. 

Ld. Geo. Whether Tm in love or no, I leave to your 
Jadyfhip. 

Mrs. Con, And if your ladyfhip flibuld give it againft 
him, whether or no I have reafon to be vain upon% 
let the world judge. 

L. Gent. Ihe world, I believe, will think better of 
you both, when you are married. 

Ld. Gia. In tae mean time, I believe, our fureftcom* 
fort will be to think well of ourfelves, and let it ald^e. 

Mrs. Con, I am glad to find yon hate modefly enough 
to fuppofe marriage wou'd make us think worfe of one 
another. 

Ld. Geo. O fy ! Mrs. Conqueft^ the^l 
more you are known, the more fovkl 
mufl be lik'd. > Both age^alfy. 

Mrs. Con, Is it then poffiBle that you I 
f ou'd like me ? J 

La. Gent. Ha! ha I [Going f Ibi tea-iaiit. 

Ld. Geo. If it were poflible I cou'd like an> thing out 
of matrimony, it wou'd be you. 

lAn. Con. Well, bnt tell me, do joa like me at 
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I am; how^ do you. knaw but you may perfaade- aie ' 
into iti 

Ld. G^^. Like you Umh ! I can't tell- let's 

fee— t [Looking on her] ' give me your hand. 

Mrs. Cf?». There {^ irikes it info his, 

Ld. G^tf. Now I muft prcfa it gently, to know if 
touching you keeps any correfpondenc^ with my hea^^ 

, P-p— Humh ! — —A w«ll-irc(h*d hand indeed !-- 

[Ogling her. 

Mrs. Con. O lud! not fo hard tho*. 

Ld. Getk* Now try your other ibrcesi ■■■ look upo% . 
me. 

Mtb. Con, There ^Staring noildlyon htm. 

Ld. Geo, {jifidi.y She dares not, tho'm raillery, Jook 

Idndly on me— I like her for't -This over-afted bbld- 

nefs to fave her modeAy at this time, Jooks like fecret 
inclination. 

Mrs. Con. Well, how do you fihd yourfelf? Have I 
power ? Do you burn much ? 

Ld. Ceo. Umh ! No, Pm a little too low for a fever 

There's a fmall pulfe indeed-— Different (ex^s, 

like fteel and flint, can't well meet without a fort of 

ftriking light between 'em ; not but it goes out as fatt 

as it cotnes in— -One farther trial of your power, 

and 111 . tell you more. 

Mrs. Con. Come, comte, what is't ? I'll do't. 

lad K Geo. Turn away your face, hold your fan before 
it. Now draw your hand flowly from me, and if you 
wou'd not have me think this lightnefs of your humour 
a dirt6l indifference, let me perceive a gentle hold at^ 
parting, as tho' you left a tender heart upon the pref- 
fure. [She does as direSed, and runs from him* 

. Mrs. Ccfj. Has your ladyihip^any tea left ? 

Ld* Ceo. Death ! That foiteniog touch has (hot xttQ 
to the ftul. 

Mrs. Con. [^Js4e.'] Let me pbferve him well, for, 
faith, 1 try'd my utmoft force, and even pleas'd myfelf 
in hopes to touch him. 

Ld. Geo. [ ////«>.] How vain a coxcomb am I ? This 
girl has fool'd mc \<i believe flic likes me ■ That 
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there flioul'd ie fuch pleafure in the flattery of another's 
giocd opinion !— -—-There's fomcthing in the open free- 

• dom of her hamonr, fo much beyond the clofe reierve of 
ormal prudery, that — death ! if (he were yof any price 

.bat marriage But Vm a foot to think of her — 

.. Mrs, C0»« Homh! the fymptoms are right— Hah— 
Courage f ma filh^ the gentleman has a hole in his heart 

Enter a /eruant^ mtbo givm Lord George a letter. 

Ld. ^eo. Oh i there, CAme Jn good time- Now 
10 drive out one, poifon with another- ■■ [Goes to Lady 
Gentle.] Madam, if your lady (hip's, at leifure— I have 
the bills ready. 

La. Gent. I am afliamed to give your lordfhip this 
trouble. 

Ld. Geo, A trifle, madam, i, 2. 3» 4, ^, 6, 7, 8, 
if your ladyfhip pleafes to look upon *cm, I .think they 
are all hundred pounds. The re& I have about me in 
gold. 

La. Gent. If yonr lordihip pleafes, we'll reckon in 
the next room—— *Mrs. Conqueft* 

Mrs. Con. I'll wait upon your ladyfliip. 

[Exit Lady Gentle and Lord George. ^ 
K, Eight hundred pounds, and the reft in gold, 
upon her bare word of honour I He'd hardly make 
. that compliment only to give me jealoufy ■■ ■ I he 
mortal's in earneft, that's certain And what 

wicked way he propofes to find his account with her, 
I am afraid to think ■' Let me fee, I know there will 
, be deep play here to-night— -—( have a theu:ght in 
my head, that perhaps may lay a block, in his way to 
her — — Not but if there is fuch a thing as Impreg- 
nable virtue, I dare, fwear my Lady GentU is mii^refs 
of it ; l>ut then, on the other fide, he has a coi fummate 
■ aflbrance, that's. fi|ll as unfui!moun table. And when 
the impudent hopes of a lover are like his, covered with 
jnodefty>-it alters Uie cafe, firangely-— — No womah 
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Cftft thea be pofitive whzt will become of her^-^Her 
net fafpeding his defign puts him but in a fairer way of 

carrying it on Ah lud! 1 don't like it. ■ 

He^ll certainly Wdl! let him do what he will, 

Jie can*t murry her, that's one comfort, however. 

ACT HI. 
SCENE, Lord WronglovcV Hou/e. 

Emter M^s Notable al^nt. 

Mifs N#r. Q O ! this has been a day of bofinefs «— I 
^ think now I am pretty eiren with his 
lordihip ; and if I cou'd bat draw in. Lord G^orgi to be 
hifr lival now, I ihould touch the iwiy tip of h^pi- 
nefs ■ For then to have the neife «f thefe two' 

lovers^draw two or three icore moie dCter nie^ .which it 
certainly wou'd : foi* when once a woman's the fafhion, 
ev^ body follows her ; ihe iills Hke a ma&ek*(ubfoip- 
tion, tho' there's nothing in*t» nobody will be out on't 
.*.^— And then to have the foil pkafore of mortifying 
Mrs. Conmtefi too^ that's always holding her nbfe over 
me» as if I v^s not fit to be out of my bib and apron. 
If I don't make as good a ront in the town as fhe» 'tis 

very hard Sure I «— *-» I'll forbid 'em ail to tx>aft her, 

that^s pofitive. 

EiUer Lord Geovge. 

Ld. Geo. {JfideA Here (he is, faith, aod alobe ! 
Now, if I can but flatter her into my party, my bofi^ 
tsh is half ovcTt S ol my little /^riria/ 
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Mifs Not. Biers hre This is hickv — ;-! vow, my 

ford, you frightened me. ^ 

' Ld. Gio. Wclf, and what make^ your pretty iadyftdp 
here, Ao^ none of the family's at home ? 

Mifs Not. O f My lady will be at home prefently ! 
Bat 'pray, how came your lordfhip here then ? 

Ld. Geo, Why, my life, 1 chanc'd to be driving by, 
and perhaps faw you go in.' [TaJies bir hj tbi oaniJ. 

Mifs Not. Well, and what theh ? ' * 

Ld. Geo. Why then, upon enquiry, I found you WCt-c 
here alone, and that made nie come in— My dear mifs.! 
How charming you lo6k to-day ! 

Mifs AW. Pftiaw! 
• Ld. Geo. What's the matter, my foul ? 

Mifs Not. To tell me 1 look charming, and then cill 
'tee mifs. 

Ld. Geo. O ! I alk a thoufand pardons. 

tAi(s Not. No, dear Lord George, never call me mifs 
ttqaln, you don't call Mrs. Conqueft fo ; and tho* (he's 
higger, and more out of fhape, you know, than I, I^ 
fure I'm as much a woman in my heai-t ^ fhe j nay, 
and in my paffions too : for I cou'd kill aliy woman that 
wou'd rob me of a lover, and die for the dear man that 
wou'd not be won from itie. 

Ld. Geo, O the pretty tendetneft ! Bilt, my dear, 
take heed how you look uj5on me, for I am fam'd fbr 
affurance ; and, if once encourag'd, egad my hope 
fets no bounds to its impudence, but falls downright to 
refolving, and cocks its hat t6 the fair one's face^ tho^ 
in the very fury of her virtue. ' *" 

Mifs Not. 1 fancy now youVe as gentle ai the reft of 
your brother beaux, whofe greateft afTurance is only of 
bragfi^ing of more than younave. 

Ld. Geo. Nay, if you doubt my virtues, child, VM 
give you a tafte of ^em, my dear. \Ktlfes ber. 

Mi{sNot. Hold Ihold! Olvfd! The deuce take you for me! 

U^Geo. Death! what ajptoUting lip the rogue hasi Ega<i! 
I' think my friend }9^rohgto<ije\ in the right on't fure. 

Mifs Not. Befides, dO /oft think this bullying is any 
proof of your courage \ \AffeQedlj gtaiti. 
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Ld« Geo, Why then, my. dear, to prevent all miftakes 
for the future, i now give you fair warning — If you have 
a mind I (hou'd not like you, don't flatter me any more ; 
for I tell you, Vm a downright believing. puppy, and, 
\ upon the leall hint of a hope^ can no more forbear- pro* 
ceeding — ■ . 

Mi(s Not. Look you, my lord, all this is bat 
fluff; for, upon my word, you'll £nd it no eafy matter 
to flatter me : I know well enough how you'rb difpos^d* 
of. 

Ld. Geo. Why then, by all the pains, pangs, and 

'torments In fhort, Tm a fool ; I won't fpcak a word 

more to you. 

Mifs Not, Tylfyl you had better give yourfelf thefe 
airs to Mrs. Conqueft, 

Ld. Geo. I don't know but I had, madam ; for I fup- 
pofe you'll tell my Lord fTronglove of it/ 

Mils Not. Ah I poor foul ! if Mrs. Conquefi lik'dyoa 
no better than I do my Lord Wr&nglovif you'd think 
yourfelf a miferable creature. 

Ld. Geo. Jf Mn. Conqueft\i\i^d me but half fowtll 
as 1 like you, I'm fure flie'd be. a miferable creature. 

Mifs Not, I7mh ! howcan you dcflgn upon me fo ? 

Ld. GeOf How can you think to impofe upon me fo ? 

Mifs Not. My lord, I fhall take it v^ry ill if you telt 
me of my Lord Wranglo^e, 

Ld. Geo. Then perhaps, madam, I fhan't take it welt 
to be told of Mrs. Conqueft. 

Mifs Not, My Lord JVronglove ! 

Ld. Geo. Mrs. Conqueft! 

Mifs Not, rd have you know, my lord, of all man* 
kind he's the farthefl from Qiy thoughts.. 

Ld. Geo. And I'd have you know, madam,- of all 
womankind Mrs. Conqueft*^ as far out of mine. 

Mifs Not. Lard ! the affurance of fome men 1 

Ld. Geo, Look you, madam, in fhort I can prove 
what I fay ; and I hold ten pound of tea to a pinch of. 
fnufF, you won't Ictme prove it : come, and I'll take, 
the fame bett of you, that you don't prove to me what 
you £iid to me of my Lord Wronglovc 
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Mifs Not, Come, it's done ! 

Ld. Geo. Done ! ' 

Mifs Not, Done, for both ! 

Ld, Geo. Done ! 
- Mifs Not, Why then, to prove that I am innocent 6f 
the leaft inclination for him, I own he has teaz'd iric 
thefc two months ; and becaufe I was refolvM to give 
him his ttlfwer and his punifhment at the fame time, I 
this very afternoon made him an appointment ; then 
went immediately and told my Lady Wronglo've he was 
to meet a miftrefs at fuch an hour, * to my knowledge ; 
and fo fent her in a fury after him, to catch 'em to- 
gether. 

. Xdi Geo. But hoiv cou'd yon efcape yourfelf all this 
while ? 

' Mifs Not. O ! Ldid not tell her it was I ; for as foon 
as I had bl<own up her jealoufy, I whipt into a hack- 
ney-coach, and got to my lord before her ; where I jaft 
popp'd out my Tiead to -him, and told him, in a pre- 
tended fright, my lady had dogg'd him^ and I durft no 
A^; then drbve^ away' ai faft as I cou'd^and e'en left 
Acr to make up accounts With him. ' « 

V • Ld. Cr/^. -» Why thcHi my n^e, I do pronounce^ that 
the flouteft wife of 'em alj, with the fpjrit of revenge 
in her, could not have better buftled through this bull* 
ncfs than you have. 

Mifs _A^e^.' And to let you fee, fir, that I never do 
defign him any favour^ I give you leave to tell him, that 
I fent my lady after him i ■ —Which if he does, I'hi 
furemyLord Wronglo've muft fufpeft an intimacy be- 
tween us. [Afide.^ Nay, and if yoi^'U but (lay a mo- 
ment, youll have an ppportunity, for 1 know he'll be 
at home pi^fently. 

Ld. Geo, Then you are but juft come from him ! 

Mifs ^ot. The minute you faw me come in — And 
new, £iTy if you can but give me half as good a proof 

that your heart is innocent of Mrs. Conqueft 

why 'tis poffible (when you've been about feven years in 
the fame mind) I riiay then begin to think whether I 
ibftH conftdcr of it or no. 



d by Google 



t^6 Tki Lapt's La«t Stakb; fr, 

Ld. Geo. A notable eii€Diiragement» traly ! Bat ta 
let yoo fee^ madam, I can't be»r the feandal of a paf- 
fion Pm not guilty of, as the laft proof of uy inno- 
cence, if either ihe doabts of my indifference, or you 
of my inclination^ I am content to oorn both beA)re 
your faces. 

Mifs Not. ,And fo^afterwards deny both, behind both 
our backs. Indeed, you muft think again, that won't 
do An old bite. 

Ld. Geo. Come, I'll do more — I'll pretend to tmt yea 
with my paffion for a third perfbn, and give yon leave,, 
in the tendereft touches art or woman's wit caji paint 
it, to tell it that third perfo^ while Mrs* C^Mfuift 
as by. , 

, Mifs Not. Umh ! this bas a face. 

Ld. Geo. Nay, with a maik upon't too ; for white: I 
am convincing you I don't care a button for her, I 
impofe upon a third perfoa purely to make a fecret of 
my paffion for you. 

Mifs Not. Better ftill-»But, when I have a mkid to 
pull oS the inaik, you fhao't refuie to ihow your fac^ ; 
for I don't care a man ihou'd be aiham'd of his paflion 
neither. 

Ld. Geo. As vou pleafe, for that* 

Mifs Not. I begin to like this (Irangely — This will 
teize Mrs. Conqueft to death ■ But now , the difficulty 
is to find out this third perfon—* It mull be one I'm ac- 
quainted with— What think you of my lady fVrf^lov$? 

Ld.Geo. Umh I No, I don't care tp,am*ont the wife 
of my friend. 

Mifs Not*, Ah ! Do you think any of the fober fouls 
about town are ever angry in their hearts to hear a vmn 
likes 'em. 

Ld. Geo. That's true ; *tis poffible her refentment 
might let a man die in his bed after it— —But 'tis not 
, worth one's wjiile to quarrel with him about a woman I 
don't like. ^ 

Mift Not. Nay, I wou'd not run you into^any ha- 
zard — unlefs 'twere upon my own account— -^And now 
I think on't, I'll referve that quarrel to myfelf* 
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Ld. Geo. Cojtne ! I have found one— the propereft pcr- 
fon in the world is my Lady Giut U You know ypu 
are ftll in the houle together ; her hulband Sir William's ' 
in the country ; I hare nt> acqaaintaiice with him ; and 
if I lofe her's by it, I doa't care iixpencc. 

Mifs Not. I like yqur choice veiy well— but Idou^t 
it will require fome art to manage her; for, to fay the 
truth; ^ woman IS moft fantaftically iinlpl6 : the very 
word love out of any mouth but her hufband's, will 
incite her dart as if a gun went oF. 

Ld^. Geo. Therefore, my dear, it muft be done as 
if you did not do it : you muft &q to her in all the dif- 
order in the world, as if I had had the impudence to 
endeiivouf ta bribe you into my affiftance. 

Mifs Not. Right !. ^r . I'll go firll, and quarrel with 
my ifticle til! hfe makes me cry,, and then come in with 
xxiv eyes fwell'd, and fobbing^ as if I was almofl choak'd 
with the' ajfront you had omfr*d me, and then call you 
a thoafand villains for daring to propofe fuch an impu* 
^dnt thing to me. 

Ld. Geo. Admirable ! — Egad, the child^s a bar's 
length in experience abpve the fiouteft of h^r fex-^Hafk ! 
I hear a -coach 'flop ! . 

Mifs Not. Pfhah ! Deuce ta|ce him, it*s pertamly my 
lord! How Ihall wi do r 

Ld. Geo. Why, if you'll give me' leave, niy ji/e, I'll 
call fit your hoiife in an hour, and there we^l Jet'tlc . 
every point tp a tittle. , 

Mils Not. With all my heart, I -won't flay for my 
lady ; I'll go home now : but here comes my lord i you 
ihall fee firft how Til ufe him. 

' Ld. Geo. Do a tj trouble yourfelf, my life, it will only 
^ve him a je^ufy, ^nd do us no fervice. 

Mifs Not. Indeed ! oethinks if I am not afraid of his 
jealoufy^ -you need not. 

Ld. Geo. My foul, I a(k ten ihoufand pardons for my 
fiupidtty. 
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£fttfr Lord Wronglove, and Jhps Mifs Notable, *mh9 
fetms to talk gra'uely with him* 

hd* Ge9f Cgady I can hardly believe my fenfet^ if 
this girl's chara£ief were in a play, people that Kud not '. 
feen it, wou'd f>year the notablenefs of her head were - 
above nature.. 

Ld. "fFrong. [Tp Mifs Notable.] Did my Lord George 
tell you I told him that you were to meet me ? 

Mifs Not, That's no matter ; it's fufficient I know 1 
you told him : but I thought at leall you had ieen enough 
of the world to know* that a confidant was tl^A f^f^^ * 
difguife for a rival, . . . i 

Ld. IVrong. I am f^rry ybur ladyfliip has fuch ani^i^ : 
aion of me. , i 

Mifs Not^. Indeed, fir, I fhall not reproach you ; I / 

have fatisfied myfelf in ferving you as you deferve for . 

it ■ — TTiere's one can tell you how too, and fo your > 

fcrvant — My lor,d, v ypu'Jl rememben [to Lord Geofgp. 

wM • " V' ^^ • ££;t/^ JkTe/^ Not. f 

laA.TFrong. Iital na ! ha" T ^hy how noW^ .friend ! i 
What, are you ipyr^val? , . - . :. .0' 

Ld. Geo. Ha ! ha ! ha ! Why, feith, .1 aip very near 
b^ing one of *em ; for J beVkve the phitd will think 
fhe na^ haid luckv, if the whol^ town is not io in a 
fortnight. ' 

Ld. lyrong. , i^xxt prithee how came fhe to know I ev^r 
made you a confidant pf my affair with her ? 1 am afraid ' 
you haVe been thoughtlefs. . ; . 

Ld. Geo. . Np> by all ihat*s honeft— —- »-But ihe has 
told me more than you cou'd tell me. 

Ld. »^r(?«^. What ? 

Ld^ Geo. That fhe herfelf told my Lady Wronglovi of 
your appointment with her this afternoon^ and (as J 
fuppofe you have fmce found) fcnt her in a hackney- 
coach after you. 

Ld. Wrong. The devil ! 

Ld. Geo. Nay, ^twas a horce puffi, faith ! 

Ld. Wrong. Home I quotha I Egad it's time for nae 
4 
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to knock ofF, I fliall n^vcr come up with her : but what 
^cou'd (he propofe by telling you of it ? 

lid. Geo, Why a frclh lover, I fuppofc— — She found 
xne a little tardy here in addrefCng her ; and imagining • 
my fmall virtue might proceed from a regard to youj to 
convince me of her indifference to you, fhc very fairly ^> 
told me how (he had ferv'd you, to open an eaiier paC 
fage in my Confcience for my paffion to her. 

Ld. Wrong. Sir, I give you joy, 

\A,Gio* And faith, fir, I expedfc it, though not as • 
you do, from the green youth of her perfon, but the • 
plump maturity of her underftanding— — -in helping me ' 
to another. 
Xd. Wrong. Riddles 1 

Ld. Gm. To be fhort ; I think I have bit the babe 5 
for-in return, to convince her of my indifference to Mrs. 
CoKquefty I have imposM upon her to difcdver my r«al 
paffion to Lady Gent/e, before Mrs. Citnqueft's face : ind*' 
this, fir, with your leave, is, upon my honour^ all ^tho ^ 
ufe I delign to make of her. 

hd. Wrong. Faith, tis a glorious one — All Machian/ti 
was b<ys-pky to h— — ^ook you, 4ir, if you Aivve a 
fancy to the fmall remainder of her compofition — — v 
pray be free-" 

Ld. Geo, Dear fir, not Ui much as the fqueeze of her 
little finger : Ijut I thought-! might make bold with her 
virtue, and not rob your gout of a morfel. 

Ld. Wrong. Not a ftep farther, faith 1 fhail e'en 

turn about my nag, and go home : a little humble hare* 
hunting, by way of taking the air, I can make a fhift 
to come up to ; but to fcamper, neck or nothing, after 
a mad galloping jade of a hind, that Will run yt^u flrait * 
an end out of a country^ requires a little more metal : 
ihan I am mailer of. 

Ld. Geo. Come, come! you are fportfrnao enough 
to know, that as pride firfl humbles a coquet into the 
ioofefl encouragements to gain a man, fo the fame pride . 
very often piques her into the granting the latt fiavftur, 
jraiher thaa lofe hinu 
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(kl. Wp^np I nn fofry I have made this lout about 
it, fir ; i; eyped to haye my wifi^ ih^k me too. 

Ld« G#9. Ol pvay^ how did yoo come of? Did my 
lady fee yon ia (h^ co^ch ? 

14« ^rr^pa^ 1 am fiot fttPf, finith ; but wh^tjher ihe 
di4 or i>et> l%e ih^p't oonviiMS^ me ihe did. 

14. Gfd* Whore did you leave her ! 

Ld. fFroMg. , Why» as fooi^ as the child told me from 
her coach, that my wife w{u ip another behind me, 
I adviA'4 her to go of; then whipt up my wooden 
ghkSk^9 and fiood crofs the roj^di to prevent the 
nymph^s being foUow'd : wheQ (hie was out of fight, I 
order'd the fellow to drive to town as faft us hiack and 
isy coo^d lay legs to the ground i ^^d, having tl^e for- 
ti^ne'of better J^ori^s, I j^k got time enough tq iop, 
anA give a felkiw a guinea 10 cut the braces of the coach 
tfaat.i:adn^ after me; which < whil^ I drove gently on, I 
law him do ; fo e'en came away, and left her ladyihip 
hir^t oyerfet in ^he middle of a Avinging i^wer, at 
tj^di'Park Comer. 
. Jud. Q«* {low. will ihe get home ? 

Ld. Wkoiff. Umh ! She will have wit enough in her 
paffion^ I prefume, to fend for another coach ; or, if 
not, it will be a very pretty cool walk over the park for 
hcr» 

Ld. Gf0. WIvitaa iipfortanate erif^ture is a jealous 

wife I 

[BruA whifpers Lord Wronglove, €md exit. 

Ld. Wrong. JVf y wife!s come home : now, if you have 
a curiofity, you ihajl iee hoi;^ Til man^e h^r. 

Ld. Geo. Pray, fir, don't let me be witnefs of yoor 
conjugal douceurs ; but, if youpleafc. Til il^p into the 
next room a little ^ for I have two pr' thr^e words to 
write : I mud appoint the Count to me^t me at Lady 
GtntU% after the play. 

Ld. Wrong. Do fp then— —Take thi? key, you'll 
£nd paper in the bureau. 

\A. G(9* Qjjick 1 quick ! J hear her^-— J?fl« V93^i^ 

[E^it k9r4 George, 

4 
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Scarf, aad her Petticoat finned tif^ 

La. Wrong. So, fir, you arc comekome, I fee. *. 
hdi. Wrongs Yes, mad^m, and you have been abroad,. 
I fee ; will you never give over making yourfelf ridicu^; 
lous to the very f^vants \ Was this a dfcfs to go out in^ 
or a condition for a woman of your quality to walk 
home in \ Death ! what maft people take you for ?— — 
For ihame ! 

La. Wrong. My Lord, when a hufband grows moa«^ 
flrous, a wife may welf become ridiculous. * 

Ld. Wrong.. Look you, madam, while your jealoufy 
keeps within bounds, I fiiall take little notice of it c: 
but when its idle extravagances break in upon my repu-^ 
nation, I ihall refent it as I ought* You may think me 
an ill htt(hand, if you pleafe; but I won't kaye this 
world think fo, till I give *em occaiion; 

La. Wrong, Infolent I 

Ld. Wrong. I thought I had told you in the moniing 
-of a fooliih letter, that was brought by ihillake to ms 
tnflead of ta^ fervant: your not takins; my word, me'« 
thinks, was not over-civil, madam ; ana your iiacedog*- 
ging my fervant, inftead of me, to the very place of ap« 
pointment, was extremely obliging. The fellow has 
confefs'd lo me, fince he came home, that in his fear to 
be feen, he got your coach overthrown in the middle o£ ^ 
the highway, while you ridiculoufiy purfued him: &« 
mighiy reputable iigure you muft make, ^hile you w^-e 
getting out of it, no doubt! 

La. Wrongs Come, come, my Lord, I havQ not loft- 
my fcnfes yet I foUow'd you, and faw you in the 

coach, when the confident creature reach'd out to you 
from another, to tell you, I fuppofe, that I was juft be* 
hind you« You may wrong me, but you can oev^r 
blind me. , [In afcornful/miU. 

Ld. Wrong. Look you, madam, that manner in fpeak<* 
tng (hews too much traofport ; and ■> ■ imCoIouj: does not 
become your face, ■ ■ 

Vol. II. L- 
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La. Wrong. \Jakiu9 bim up Jb§rtJ\ Some ^eopfe 
Atfik it does now ; ail men are not of yoor Opinion* 
my Lord ; my compk^don may not pleafe yon, p^kaps i 
bat I have known many a lover hnd an appetite only 
from a hnlband^s lofing it. 

hd.WronZ' I won't fuppofc, madam, youll fufler 
iny man to like yon more than he ought to do. 

La. Wrong. O fir ! don*t yoa depend more upon my 
^fcretion than your own. ■ We wives, as well as 

'Oar hofbands, lore to liave fbme idle body or' other to 
£atter as into iiamour, when the time hangs upon ouf 
liands. 

Ld. Wrong. You are picafant, madam. 

La. Wrong, Marriage wou'd be an unfortunate froUck 
indeed, if a woman's happinefs were to die with her 
jinlband's inclination. ^ 

Ld. Wrong. Waggifh, T proteft. 

La. Wrong. O there's nothing like a modifh husband, 
to refine the unbred virtue of a w^e into all the pretty 
liberties in fafliion. 

Ld. Wrong. Good company, or let me die. 

La. Wrong. I knew the day, when my Lady Honej^ 
Moon wouM have bln(h*d, almoft into tears, at the* 
^larm of a bare civil thing from any man but her 
hulband ; but from the well-bred example of his con- 
icience, Ihe has now moll undauntedly got the better of 
her own, and (lands buff at the head of the mode, 
^thont the leaft tindture of virtue to put her out of 
countenance. 

Ld. Wrong. Why now, my dear— this is fome- 
thing ; if you'd but always treat me with good-humour, 
jfou and I fliou'd never difputc a^ long as we live* 

L2U Wrong. Monfter ! 

L«d. Wrong. For you know I have often told you, 
that if ever I fhou'd be weak enough to wrong you, a 
gentle complaint and good words wou'd work me to 
any thing ; when the pride of an infolent reproach 
woa'd be but adding fuel to my folly, and make it 
flame the higher : but now I fee that you are convinc'd 
ihat your fafpicioni were grotindlefs^ -and that you are 
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CtnSble, if they had not, that defiance it utterly tha 
wrong w^ to reform me ; you fhall &ni that all this 
tendernefs and temper that you now tre^ mt with ihalL 
not be thvown away u^on me. 

L2L.'f^rong. Infolent! Provoking devil ! 

Ld. Wrong, I am glad we are friends^ with all my 
heart ; 1 am, upon my foil), mj dear. 

La. Wrong. Villain ! 

Ld. Wroi^. O my dear 1 I had like to have forgot 
one thing, and iince we are now come to a right under« 
finding, 1*11 tell you ; if ever you and J fliould happea 
to difagree, I beg of yoo, for your own fake, never 
give me any hard language ; becaufe there it no being 
certain, but, in one of my brutal fits, I may let you cry 
yourfelf half blind for it before I forgive you. 

La. Wrong, Forgive me ! I have a foul as nduch above 
the fear of you, as are your injuries below my fcorn ■ *■ 
liaugh at both. 

" Ld. Wrong. Ay but, my life, I wou'd not have yoa« 
trull mc ; for if ever you fliou'd accufe me wrongfully^ 
I know my foolilh temper To well, that, in my coo" 
fciencei in pure fpight, I believe ■ I believe 1 " «■ 

1 believe I (hou'd keep a girl. 

La. Wrong, My Lord, this alTedUtion won^t redrefi 
my injuries ; and however you deceive yourfelf, in your 
unqulfeftionM power of doing wrong, you'll find there is 
a force of juftice yet above your ftrength, a curb of lawr 
to check abandoned principles ; nor am I yet fo poor in, 
intereft or friends, jealous of my wrongs as of their 
own, but I may find a time and place to make your 
proud i^eart humble for this ufage. 

LA. Wrong. Death and hell 1 dare to infult me with, 
fuch another thought, thefe walls fhall mark your bounds- 
of liberty : this difmal houfe becomes your prifon : de^ 
barr*d or light, of converfe, or relief, you live immured 
for life : and, let me fee that big-mouth'd friend, or in- 
tereft then, that can unlock a hufband's power to keep 
you ■ When my wife talks waraily to me, ihe 

ihall afk my leave firA. 
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La. fFr9Mf. Never. ■ Sach leave ns yon took !•> 
gire me cauie for*t, I takd to t6ll you of it. 

Ld. fFrpft^. We are opoh an equal foot : I won't have 
yon To famihar in your acdtifationt. Be warned, and ftir 
.me not to afe my power ; you may foon^ make me an' 
/ill hofband than a tame one. 

La. PTrvng. So may you me a wife, ihy Lord : and 

• what Wt binds me mofe to bear an injury than y6u ? I 
have fcen yon laugh at paffive obedience between a 
prince and peopfe ; and, in * the fenfe of nature, Ican^c, 
fbe why 'tk not aii ridiculous frbm a wife (6 an injarioos 

^Auiband. 

Ld. Wnhg, Theh- hatatd Is at leaft unequal : a peo-. 
; pie may btf freed byftruggliftg; but when a fetter'd 
AVtfe prefumes, th' infulted hu&and*s fure to make her 

* chain the (horter. 

La. W^fffig. H^ mind, At lea(t, is more at libertv^ 
die eafe of givittg fllame for pain,- Hands yet in feme oe* 
ffrec of pleafure ; the wretch that's baiely kilPd, falla 
Setter fatisfied it (be his Uiu)-derer bleed. 

:Ld. Wrong. Nay, taow I fcrave your mercy, madams 
I find I miftook you^ grievance all this while. It 

ftems, dien, to be refused the pleafure of reproAchinfi, 
is what you can't l^ear and #hen yon are wrong^ 

to lock up your tongue is the gfeateft cruelty your 

tyrant can impofe upon you. u that be the hard- 

ihip, pray be ealy ; when you pleafe, in the name of 
Aunder, go On, fj>arfe no inveftives, but open the fpouc 
of your eioqtlence, and fee with wlmt a calm, connubial 
refignatioii, I will both heaV and bow to the chaftife* 
ment. 

La. Wrwg. Poor helplefs affbaition I This Ihew of 
temper is as much diflfembled as your innocence. ■ 

I know, in fpite of all your harden'd thoughts, to 
hear your guih confronted thus mull gall your foul : 
patients don't ufe to Ibiile while their fr^lh wounds are 
prob'd, hor criminals to laugh under the fmart of juf* 
tice. 

Ld. Wrmgl My life, yoU b^gin extremely weU, and 



d by Google 



^bi^ Wife's RB^Eurmtwrr 244 

with^abondance of fire ; only give me leave to obfcrva: 
one thing to you, that as you dca.v towards ad end« don^C 
forget the principal thing you were going to fay. 

La. Wrong. How poor ! how low ! how wretched is a ^ 
guilty iriindy that ilands without a blufh the ihock of 
accnfation ! 

Ld. Wrong, Hold, madam, don't miftake tne neither ; 
for I allow you to accufe me of nothing, but of what we 
'fine gentlemen think is next to nothing u a little 
"'gallantry* 

la. Wrong, Audacious, horrid wretch ! and dare you : 
own the fadt ? 

Ld. Wrong. Own it! no, no, if I were guilty I 
wou'd not do that, but I give you le^ve to iuppofe me 
fo, becapfb, by what you fay, I fancy it wouM eafe your 
heart X^ reproach me ; tho* methmks^ ■ it's very 
liard that demonftratipn woiv't convince you of jny in- 
'nocence. 

La, Wrong, Deiponftration ! 

Ld. Wrong. Demonftration ! Ay, demonftratlon I 
For if I were guilty, pray who cou'd better know it 
than myfelf?> and. have not^Ij told you with my own 
mouth *cis no fuch thing ? fray what demondration can ' 
be plainer? , 

La. Wrong, I find you are refofv'd to ftand it to the 
laft; but fmce I know your guilt, I owe myfelf thp 
jnflice to refent it. When the weak wife tranfgrefles, 
the hulband's blood has leave to boil ; his fury's jullified 
by honour ; the wrong admits no meafurc of amends ; 
his reputation bleeds, and only blood can llanch it. 
And I niuft tell yoy. fir, that in the fcales of confci- 
cnce, the hulband's mlhobd is an equal injury, and 
equal too you'll find the wife's r^fentment : henceforth 
be fure you're'ptivate in your lliame : for if 1 trace you 
to another probf; exp66: as little mercy for the wretc}^ 
you doat on, as you yourfelf wou'd fhew to the felonious 
lover. 

Mj ivrongf through her JhaJl Jboot you to thi foul^ 
Youjball niOtfind I am an injured fool, [Exit, 

L4. Wrong. Well faid 'egad, ii fhe could but love 

L:3 
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witk l^alf the fire ihe can hate, I wou'd not defire to 
p^U my time Id better coinpan y - ■ Not but, be- 

tween me and myfelf, our dear con forts have fome- 
thing a hard time on't : we are a little apt to take 
more liberty than we give— but people in power 
don't care to part with ic, whether it De lawful or no. 
To bear her infolence is pofitively intolerable— What 
Ihall I do with her? I know no way of making an 

honourable peace, better than fword in hand— — Ev'a 
let her pride fwell till it burfts, and then 'tis po^&ble ihc 
.nay hearreafon. 

J?0//r a Servant. 

Sen/. Here's Sir Friendly Moral, my Lord. 

Ld. Wrong* Defire him to walk in * ■ I hold fift^ 
pounds the old gentleman comes to fchool me about his 
young kinfwoman ; if he does^ I know he'll do it hand- 
lomely : for, give him his due, with all his fe verity of 
principles, he is as good-humour'd, and u well-bred^ 
«s if he had no principles at all. 

Egtir a Servant with Sir Friendly. 

Sir Fr, My Lord» I am your moil humble fervant. 

Ld. Wrong, ^\x Friendly I this is kind, indeed ! Chairf 
there— ——Well f how goes the gout, fir \ 

Sir Fr. In troth ytjy nntowardly ; for I can hardly 
walk with it— .Will your lordlhip give roe leave- ■ 

Ld. Wrong* To Hand upon any thing but ceremony. 

Kmter Lord George frtm the inner room* 

- Ld. Geo* N uncle, I am glad to fee you. 

Sir Fr. Hah ! Monfiear Briliiantg and in a fober 
vifit after fun* fet! 

Ld.^ Geo, O dear fir, T am grown a fellow of the moft 
retir'd converfationjn the world. 

♦ SirFr. Your reformation is not of a ytry long 
date> I'm afraid j for If I don't qiiftake, I faw you 
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but yefterday at tht ThatchM-hoafe, with s napkin 
•poA your hesidg at the window^ in a very hopelefi 
company. 

Ld. Geo. How f how, nuncle ! Two men of title, and 
a foreign County hopelefs company h ^ 

Sir Fr. Moft deplorable ! Your Count's a counter, 
and only pafies for what he is in his own country ; your 
men of title are indeed no counterfeits, ev^ry body fees 
into their worth. Sir Bubble Squanderp and my Lord 
Larwk/s: but the fparks I obferv'd you with, were 
DoHi'Jirft the jockey, and Touchtun the gamefter ; as ^o 
famous a fellow as ever broke the head of a box« 
keeper. 

Ld. Geo. Pfliah ! People that play keep all company i 
bat to let you fee I had my account in it, I had a mind 
- to bite Sir BmShU in a horfe- match, and fo took thefe ^ 
two feMows with me to let him into the fecret. 

Sir Fr, A fine inftance of our modiih morals in- 
deed! To make one's conscience a bawd to the diiho* 
soar of biting a wretch of perhaps an hundred pounds I 
l^hat a (hame it is the world ihould not call it by itt 
true name, cheating, that men of honour might not bei 
gottcv of it ! 

Ld. Geo» O, fir^ the name, I grant you^ wou'd 
.ftrangely alter the cafe ; but people of rank and power, 
nuncle, are wiier, and nick-name one another's infir- 
mities.— ———Therefore 'tis your little cheat, you fee,, 
that's fent to/Newgate ; your great one only tum'd oat 
of his place. 

Sir Fr. Nay, 'tis a comfortable world, indeed, for 
knaves, fools, fops, cowards, and iharpers. 

Ld. Geo. Right i Their quality and quantity keep 'cnt 
in countenance. 

Sir Fr. So that a man may be any one, or all of 'em^ 
and yet appear no monger, in moH of the public places 
about town. 

Ld. ^rong. But with fubmiflion> Sir Fritndlf^ if I 
meet with a man of figure, that talks agreeably over a 
glafs ; what in the name of good-nature have I to do 
with his morals ? . 

1-4 
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Six Fr* ^Tis, in my opinion » asdiihoneft foreman 
of quality to con verfe with a well-bred rogue, as 'twere 
unfafe for a woman of reputation to make a compa- 
nion of an ^reeable ftrumpet. People's tafte and prin- 
ciples arc very juftly mcafur'd by their choice of ae* 
quaintance : be^des, a man of honour owes the dii^ 
counteoance of a villain as a debt to his own dignity. 
How poor a fpirit muil it ihew in our people of fortune, 
to let fellows, who deferve hanging every other day 
in their lives, die at laft of fitting up in the bed com- 
panv ? But, my lord fFronglo*oe, I am afraid I have a 
.pardon to aik^ the lad time we three were togetbcTa 
did not the old fellow a little overflioot himfelf? i 
.th^ught^ when we parted, I had been freer in xny advice 
than became me, 

Ld. JVrmig. So far from it, that your very manner 
of fpeaking makes your mod k^txe reproofs an obUga* 
.lion. 

Sir Fr. Nay, I was. only concern'd for what I liad 
iaid to your lordihip : as for this fpark, I no more 
mind his caj>rice, than I believe he does any diing I 
^an fay to him ; and yet the knave has fomething of 
good-humour in him, that makes me, I can't help fame* 
times throwing away my words upon him.. But give 
jne your hand ; in troths when I was at your years I 
had my ibUies too. 

I^. Gf0. Ay I Now you come to us, nunde ; and I 
hope you'll have good^nature enough, not toexped yovr 
friends to be wi fer than you were. i 

Sir Fr, Perhaps 1 don't expeA it j but in troth, if 
they fhou'd be wifer ■ for my foul I can't fee 

any harjn 'twouM do 'em : and though I love with all my 
heart to fee fpirit in a young fellow, yet a little prudence 
won't poiibn him. And if a man that fets out into life^ 
ihou'd carry a little general edeem with him, as part of 
his equipage, he'd make never the worfe figure at the 
end of his journey. 

. Ld. Gi9^ We young fellows that ride pod never mind 
/what figures wemake. 

i)ir /r. Come ! come! let*$ not contend for vidory» 
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but troth. I love you both -i^— and wou'4 * 

have all that know yoo do fo too— —Don't' thinle, 
becaufe you pafs for aieii of wit, apd loodifh honour* 
that that's all you owe to your condition : Fortune has 
given you titles to fet yojur actions in a fairer li^bt*. . 
and Nature underflandine, to make 'em not only jaft> 
but generous. Troth ! it grieves me to think ypii cap^ 
abufe fuch happinefs> and have no more ambition, or 
regard to real honour, than the wretched fine gentle.- 

men in moil of our modern Comedies ! Will yoii* 

forgive me ? Upon my faith, 1 don't Q)eak thus of 

ou to other people, nor \\pa'd 1 now fpeak fo to you, - 
ut to prevent other people's freaking jthus of you tp 
me. 

Ld. G/0. Nuncle, depend upon't I'm always pleas'd - 
*to hear you. 

LA/Wrott^, I take it kindly. 
^ Sir Fr. Then firft to you. Lord G/w*— — What can i 
you rhink the honeft part of the world will fay of you, 
'when you have feduc'd the in^nocent inclinations of one • 
of the bed wives from perhaps one of the bed huibakids 

in the world ? To b^ plain, I mean my Lady Gtn»^ 

>i^.— You fee, my Lord, with all your difcretion your ' 
"defign's no fecret. 

Ld. Geo, Upon my life, nuncle, if I were half the:* 
fellow you think me, I fhou'd be aiham'd to look pea* - 
■pie in the face; ' 

. Sir Jr. Fie! fie J how ufelefs is the force of under- r 
ftanding, when only age can give us virtue ? 

Ld. Wrong, Come, fir, you fee he's incorrigible^ 
Tou'll have better fuccefs with roe, I hope j for, to tell i 
yon the truth, I have few pleajfures that you can c^ it 
wine in me to part with. 

^ Sir Fr, I am glad to hear it, my Lord,. ] . . ■! fcal| \ 
%e as favourable as I can ; but, fince we are in fearch ^ 
of truth, mud freely tell you, the mau that violate^ 
himfelf the (acred honours of his wife's chafte bed (I -- 
muft be plain, my Lord), ovght at lead to. fear, as fhe'» ^ - 
the frailer fex, the fame from her \ the injury to her 
^ikjBs deeper than the head,^ften to the heart. And < 
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then her jprovocAtion is^ in nature greater ; and injured 
gnind» thiixk nothing is onjuft that's natural. This 
.ought CO make a wife man tremble : for> in the point of 
, real honour, there's very little difFerence between being^ 
a cuckold, and deferving to be one. And to come a 
little clofer to your lordlhip's cafe, to fee To fine a wo? 
man as my Lady JFronglove^ even in her flower of 
beauty, flighted tot the unblown pleafures of a green- 
fick girl, bcfides the imprudent part, argues at beil a 
thin and fickly appetite. 

Ld. Wrong. Sir Friendly ^ I am almoft afham'd to an- 
fwcr you. ■ Your reproach, indeed, has touch'd 

me ;— I mean, for my attempts upon your young kinf- 
woman ; but becaufe 'tis not fit you fliou'd take my 
word, after my owning fo unfair an action, here's one' 
can bear me witnefs, tnat not half an hour before yoQ 
came in, I had refolv'd never to purfue her more. 

Sir Fr. My Lord» I came not to reproach you with a 
wrong to me, but to yourfelf ; had the girl had no re- 
lation to me, I ftill had faid the fame ; not but 1 now 
am doubly bound to thank you. 

Ld. Geo. And now, nunde, I'll give you a piece of 
advice ; difpofe of the child as foon as you can ; rather 
under- match her, than not at all. For, if youUl allow 
me to know any thing of the mathematicks, before fhe*s 
five weeks older, fhe will be totallv ui)qualificd for an 
, ape-leader. This you may as pomively depend upon, 
as that flje is of the feminine gender. 

Sir /r. I am pretty well acquainted with the ripeneis 
of her inclinations, and have provided for 'em ; unlefs 
fome fuch fpark as you (now my Lord has laid 'cm 
down) whips up the cudgels in the mean time. 

Ld. Gio. Not I, upon honour, depend upon't ; her 
perfon's quite out of my. gout, nor have 1 any mora 
concern aoout it, than I have to know who will be the 
next king of Poland ^ or M^ho is the true original inventor 
of ilrops for razors. 

Ld; fFrong. Sir Friendly, I own I have been no flrani> 
ger in other places to the' follies you have charged me 
with ; yet I am fo fiyr inclin*d to purt with them, thai 
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were it poffible I could be my own way, and properly, 
leconcil'd to my wife ; I wou'd not with a thought of 
happiiicfs beyond it. - , 

Sir fr. My Lord, I know her temper, and her 

Ld. IFroftg. O \ human patience can't bear it. 
Sir Fr. I warrant you I A wife man will bear Ji 
Mater weaknefs from a woman : and, iiace I find your 

food-natarc. is not wholly difoblig'd, I cou*d wifli, for 
oth your fakes, I had your lordmip's fecret leave to 
talk with her. 

Ld. fFreng. Umh ! Cou'd not it as well be done 
without my leave. Sir Friendly f I fhou'd not care to 

have her think I made advances 

Sir Fr. Oh ! 1 am a friend to both,, and will 

betray neither of you, 

F,ttUr a Ser^voMi: 

Sirv. Sir, there's a gentleman come oat of the city,. 
and ftays at your houfe co fpeak with you. 

Sir Fr. I'll wait on him.— —i— My Lord, will you ex- 
cufe me ? 

Ld, Wrong, I cou'd rather wifh your bofinefs woaMt 
Sir FrsewMy. 

Sit Fr. Upon my word, my Lord, *tis urgent; thiy 
man brings me money: I am difcharging mvfelf of 
my guardian (hip to Mrs. Conque/i, and my bunnefs it 
now to pay her in the laft fum of her fortune, 

lA. Geo. What's the fum total,, nuncle, if a man 
ftou'd happen to {tt a, price upon his liberty ? 

Sir Fr. Come, come, the liberties you value, my 
Lord, are not worth keeping : an honeft fmile from the 
good-humour of that girl, is worth all the fodden fa- 
vours of your whole /eraglio- ^ ^ -Will four thoufand 
pounds do any good, my Lord ?. 

L.d. Geo, Look you. Sir Friendly^ marriage is very 
honourable and wife, and — and— it-*-ii— "it's— -ill's an 
extreme fine thing, no doubt; but I am one of ihofe 
firank*heirted' fellows that had -rather fee sty fifen^^ 

L t 
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happy that way than myfelf.— «-«My Lord, yo«r fer- 
vant— — «lf you are going hooDe, nuncle, I'll carry yoa, 
for I have bufinefs at your houfe too, 

Ld. Wr^mg. Who's there ? Light out ! ■ ■■ Lord 
Georgiy is your new chariot at the door ? 

Ld. Ge: Yea, and pofiiively th& prettieft that «ver 
.roUM in tke rear of fixhorfes. 

Ld, Wrong. I have a mind t9 looik at it. [£xfir/r/« 

ACT IV. 
SCENE, Lord WrongloveV Houje. 

Enter Lady Wronglove and Mrs, Hartfhorn. 

t « Mr \ T TA S Sir Friendly within ? 

X.z.irrong. yy m„. jg^^^^y: Yes, madam, he gives 

his humble fervice, and fays, he will certainly be at- 
home at eight o'clock, and expedl your ladylhip's com- 
mands. 

La. Wrong. Did the fellow give my fervice to my 
Lady Gentle too, and to Mrs. Conquefi? 

Mrs. Part/, He did not fay any thing of it to me, 
madam. 

La, Wrong* What blockhead is it you always find out 
to negledl my bufinefs ? Whom did you fend I 

Mrs. Hartf. James, madam. 

La. Wrong. Call him in ; I find I muft always give my 
orders myfelf. 

5 Mrs. Hart/, He*s gone to the Play to keep your lady- 
iiip's places. 

La. Wrong. The Play! Sure the people are all out of 
their fenfes I Why I ftian't go to-day. 

Mrs. HartJ, He feid, madam, your ladylhip ordered 
him, right or wrong, to keep places every Saturday. 

La. Wrong. Pihah ! 

Mrs. Hartfx I hope your ladyfhip is not angry witk 
ne, madaoa. 
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La* JVrMg^ No ! prithee ! I don*c know what I iky. 

Mrs. Harif^ Ah ! poor lady ! \Afidf* 

La. Wr9ng. What is the Play to-day } 

Mrs. Hartf. The ■ ^^ ^-"^-^Hujband, {bmething— « 
dM Cartful Hujband^ I thisk, madam. 

La. Wrtng. The Ctareful ! the Careie/s Hujhand^ yoa 
mean fure— tho' I never faw it. 

Mrs. Hartf. Yes, yes, madam it*s that Play 

that my Lady Wtarhrtecbes hates fo, that I faw once, 

madam where there's a lady comes in^ and catches 

her huftaad fail afieep with her own woman, and then 
takes her handkerchief oHl her neck, and then goes ibftly 
to him. 

La. Wrong. And ftrangles him in his fleep ? 

Mrs. Hartf. No, madam. 

La. Wrmg, Ob, ftrangles the woman? 

Mrs. Hartf. No, madam, ihe only lays it gently 
ever bis head, for fear he fliouM catch cold, and io 
Heals out of the room, without fo much as offering to 
wake him. 

La. Wrong. Horrid ! And what became of the poor- 
ipirited creature ? 

Mrs, Hartf, Oh ! madam, when the gentleman wakes, 
and finds that his lady has been there without taking 
any notice of it to him, he grows fo (ham'd of his 
wickednefs, and fo fenfible of her virtues, that he after* 
wards proves the civileft gentleman, and the bed huf* 
band in the world to her. 

La. Wrong. Fob \ were I ^n hufband, a wife with 
fuch a tame, enduring fpirit would make me fcorn her, 
or, at beft, but fleep at her groveling virtue—Is my 
Lord within? 

Mx^, Hartf. Yes, madam, he*s reading in his clofet. 

La. Wrong. Anything, the dulleft foHtude more plea- 
fcs him than my company — Hoh ! iSighing, 

Mrs. Hart/, {^Jtde.'] Ah, jpoor lady ! it makes me 
weep to fee her grieve at heart fo. 

La. Wrong, Go to my Lord, and fay I defire to 
fpeak with him. [Exit Hirs. Hartfliorn.] CHi I for a 
4kaught of cold indifference to cbiil tbb lukewarm 
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love that wou'd rebel a^ainft my peace, that t HMjr 
leave without a pang rhu harden'd wretch, and to the 
rude riots of his grok defire give him tfp for ever 
He comes ! Keep down, my fwelling heart, and let ume 
patience fpeak my wrongs fur once; for wrongs lifae 
mine need not the force, nor fire of paifion to. prefent 
them. 

Imter Lord Wronglove» 

Ld. Wfimg. I am told, madam,^ you deiirt to fpeak 
with me. 

La. Wron^. Yes, my Lord ; and which, perhaps, 
you'll not didike, to talk with you. in temper too, if 
you're in temper to receive it. 

Ld. Wrong. While you're in temper, madam, I ihall 
always think I owe you the refped of keeping mine i 
and when you are not,, I fhall keep it in refpe^l to 
myfelf. 

La. Wrong. My Lord, I never had occafion to que- 
ilion your knowing what you ought to do ; but you are 
not bound, you'll fay, to make your inclination a flave 
to your underftanding : and therefore 'tis poHible you 
won't want arguments to convince me, that a wi&l'9 
obliged to bear all faults in a hufband, that are not ia 
her power to pnniih. 

Ld. Wrong* Proceed. 

La. Wrong. Now I mud tell you« my Lord, when aojp 
one injures me, becanfe 'tis in their power, I fliall cer- 
tainly hate 'em for't, becaufe thaVs in my power. 

Ld. Wrong. I am forry you think it wortk your whi]^ 
to make ufe of fo unprofitable a power. 

La. Wrong. I am forry I have occafion for it. 

Ld. Wrongi Umh! That's half a queilioa*— bttt 

g6 on. 

La. Wrong. And therefore, £nce I find the more 1 en* 
deavour to deteft yon, the more you perfift in your re« 
iblutiqn to ufe me ill ; fince my honefl refentment, and 
your adlions, have made us a mutual grievance te 
one another,^ 1 fee no way in nature to mSce oi mot^• 
1 
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. ally juft» bat by cancelling our obligations. If we agree 
to party th' uneafy bond of wife or hulband ao longer 
lies in force againii us ■ And £nce I am contented 

to reoiit the breaches you have made of the conditions 
on your part/ I fuppofe you won't think it inconfiilent 
with your reputation, to allow me part of the fortune 
,1 brought you as a feparate maintenance. 
^ Ld. Wrong, When you and I part, madam, you fhall 
leave none of your fortune behind you : but ihoo'd I 
new yield to your propofal, the world might think I 
own'd the breaches you accufe me of, and theQ 'twere 
only parting to indulge your pride : but if the iincere 
ibrrow of your humble heart can find a w'av to make it 
as confident with my reputation, as my private peace, 
I'll iign to your relief this moment. 

La. Wrong. Your reputation ! No, my Lord, that's 
your buiinefs to fecure ; I've taken care to let my ac- 
tions juilify my own ; if you have been remifs, the 

fault's not mine to an f\^er I'm glad, at leail, to fee 

you own where 'tis your weaknefs lies. 

Ld. Wrong, To bear fuch infults from a wife is not, 

perhaps, my leafl weaknefs Nay, I've another toOa 

which I might own with equal blulhing : a tame, for- 
giving pity of your unfortunate temper, that paufes 
yet to take the advantage of your di(ira£tion to ando 
you. 

La, Wrong. Horrid! infolent aflertion ! to do me im- 
jury ; and call my innocent endeavoars at redrefs, di« 
ftradion ! 

1.6., Wrong. Innocent! Away! You take the rudeft, 
fierce^, falieft means for reparadon, if you had a 
wrong. 

La. Wrong. If I had ! Infupportable I To be «ut- 
fac'd that my own eyes deceive me 1 

Ld. Wrcng. Death and confufion ! Suppofe your 
wrongs were true— —think what they are— — — fpeak 
'em with a moded tongue, and bluih at all this redneft 
of refentment I 

La. Wrong. Nay now, my Lord, we are f aft all Ar- 
gument* 
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Ld. fif^rong. *TU fit we ihould be fo the (abjeft 

ought to be below your lhoa|^ts— ^doii*t raifufe yoar 
pride; till I am taught to think yo&Ve Jione. Death 1 
I've known the fpirit of a ftrumpet in the misfortuoes 
of her (lighted love fliew more than you ; who tho' her 
heart was bleeding with the inward pain, ytt to her 
lover's face took pride and eafe to fcem concernlefs at ^ 
his falftiood. 

La. Wrong. My Lord, your having a better opinion of 
fiich creatures than your wife, is no new thing to me ; 
but I muft tell you, 1 have not deferv'd your vile compa- 
rifon. Nor fliall I ever buy an hufband's inclination, by 
beine like the horrid things you doat on. . 

Ld. Wrtig. Come, fince yea are incorrigible, PU . 
give your pride the vain relief you alk for— Your 
temper is at lad intolerable, and now ^tis mutual eaie 
to part with you : Yet, to let you fee 'tis not in tlie 
power of all your follies to provoke me to an injufticf , 
I will not trufl your wiihes with your own difcretion ^ 
but if you have a friend, that's not an enemy to me, 
whoie honefty and fenfe you dare depend on, let him 
be umpire of the conditions, of what's proper both of 
us ihould yield to when we part; and here's my 
hand, my word, my honour, I'll fign 'cm on de*. 
mand. 

La. Wrong. Keep but your word in this, my Lord, 
and I have henceforth no injuries to reproach you with. 

Ld. Wrong. \i ift the leaft article I fhrink from it, 
conclude me then the mean, the fervile wretch you'd 
make me. 

La. Wrong. Fd make you joft, my Lord ; if that's my 
fault, I never (hall repent it. 

Ld. Wrong* We are now no longer our own judges : 
madam, name the perfoh you appeal to. 

La; Wrong. O ! my Lord, you can't be' more in 
hatte than 1 am : Sir Friendly Moral; and I think you 
can have no obje^on to his integrity - I appeal 

to him. 

Ld. Wrong. The man in the worldl woa'd have choie 
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inyfelf ; and if you pleafe, madam, i^ wait upon you 
to him immediately. 

La. Wrong. No, my Lord, I thitik it won't be uni«a«^ 
ibnable, if I fpeak with him alone firfl. 

Ld. Wrong, With all my heart ; in half an hotir then 
ril follow you. 

La. Wrongs My Lord, you need notafFc£t this indiffe- 
reaoe, I have provocations enough without it ■ Til 
go, de)»end on't. 

Ld. Wrong, I thought you had been grnie, madam. 
How now ! \,P^ffi^g bafiily hy btr* 

Enttr a Servant t *whc <whi/firs Lord W'ronglovc. 

Sirv. Sir Friendly Moral defires to fpeak with your 
lordfhip : he ftays in the next room, and b^s my lady 
may not know he's iiere. 

La. Wrong* [fWff/cg^] What can that ^ifper mean i 
But I have done with jealoufy. 

Ld. Wrong. When yoar lady'i gone out, defire him 
to walk in. [Exit Sorvani.] In half an hour, as I told 
700, I'll pofitively be with you. 

La. Wronf. Oh ! my Lord, I {han't day to interrupt 
your privacies. [Exit Lady .Wronglove. 

Ld. Wrong, How unfortunate mud this woman's 
temper be, when even this afFedation of indi^erenct 
is tti€ greateft proof I ever received of her inclination I - 

What can this come to? By Sir Friendfy*^ 

being here, I fancy ihe has been difclofing her grievance 
already ; and when (he has made the very worft of it^ I 
am miliaken, if his temper and underHanding won't 
convince her, that 'tis below the pride and prudence of 
A wife to take fo violent a notice of it 'But here 

lie comes-— P- [Enter Sir Friendly Moral.] 

Sir Friendly, your moft humble fervant Come, we 

arc abne, I gucfs your buiinefs— — my wife has been 
talking with you. 

Sir Fr. No, my Lord 5 and unlefs you give me your 
word to be fecret, I dare not tell you my buiinefs. 
♦ JL4« WfOMg, Upon my honour. 
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Sir fr. Then, there, my Lord, J jiift now receivM 
that letter from her. 
lA. Wrong. {Riaiis.] 

At lafl^ 1 find t berets no VQoy 0/ heing iofy in my lift 
' hut farting for enter nxiith my Lord : ^nd I njoo^d 
wUingij do it in fucb a manner ^ as migkt leaft 
blame me to tbe *world. Tour friindjhip to both our 
families fuoillt J am fure, engage you to ad^ife m» 
in fh$ fafeft method: therefore I beg you'll be 
at home fome time this e*veningj that I may fptak, 
nAfith you i for life^ as it is, is infuppo^able* 

1 am^ fir, ISe. 

Well, Sir Friendly^ then I can tell you half your trouble** 
over ; for we have agreed to part already, and both have 
chofen you umpire of the conditions. 

Sir Fr. How, my Lord 1 Coa'd paflion be fo far your 
nafter too ? 

Ld. IFrong* Why faith. Sir Friendly, patience cou'd 
•ndure it no longer-- -««— 'Twas her own propoial, and 
flie found the way at laft to provoke me to take her 
.at her word. 

Sir Fr. Her word ! Fye ! fVe \ Becaufeihe'd lame her 
reputation to cripple your*&, ihail you revenge her fol* 
\y on yourfelf if . Come, come, your underftanding ought 
to have more connpai&on for. the misfortuiie of a weak 
w*man'ft temper. 

Ld. Wrong. Oh ! fhe's implacable ( 

Sir Fr. That <;^uality pmiilhes itfeif, my Lord : and 
fince the provocation's yours, it might fometimes be 
pardoned. Do but imagine how it mull gall the heart 
of a woman of fpirit, to iee tbe loofe coquccs of her ao- 
qoaintance fmile at the modifh huiband's keeping in a 
^parate bed from her. 

Ld. Wrong. Humph \ There's fomething in what yoa 
fay — I own— Not but you'll laugh at me, Aould 1 teil 
)rou the true and honeft occaiion of it. 

SiTjr. Not if it be true and honefl, my Lord. 

Ld. Wrong. Upon my faith, it was not the .leaft dif*, 
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.tafie of her ptrfon, bather being: dovriirigbt 40 ihtokrw 
able bed fellow. 

Sir Fr. How do you mean ? 

Ld. PTrong, I cou'd never lleep with her—— For tho* 
/he loves late hours, yet when flie has feeo me gape for 
bed, like a waiter at the Groom-porter's inra morning, 
ihe wou'd ftill referve to herfelf the tedious decorum of 
being RrSt foliated for her company ; (o that ihe ufiir 
ally coniriv'd to let me be three-quarters afleep, before 
ihe wou'd do^me the honour to difturb me. Then, be- 
llies this ^ I was feldom leis than two nights in four^ 
but in the very middle o£ my Erik comfortable nap> I was 
awakened with the alarm of tingle, tingle, for a quarter 
of an hour together, that you'd fwear fhe wanted 
a doctor or a midwife ; and by-and-bye down comett 
Mademoifelle with a iingle under-petticoat in one 
hand, and rubbing her eyes with t'other; and thei^ 
after about half an hoards weighty arguments on both 
iides, poor Mademoifelle is guilty of not having puU'd 
the iheet fmooth at her feet, by which unpardonable 
neglefl, her ladyfhip's little toe had lain at leaft two 
hours pn the rack of a wrinkle, that had almoft put 
her into a fe^er ■ This when I civilly com* 

plain'd of, fhe faid ihe muft either be eafy in the bed, 

or go out of it 1 told her, that was exa^ly my 

,cafc; fo I very fairly ftepp'd into the next room, where 
1 have ever fince flept mod profoundly, without fo muck 
as once dreaming of her. 

Sir Fr, An unfortunate circumftance, truly f But I fee 
a little matter, xny Lord, will part people that don't 
care for company. 

Ld, IFrong. But, Sir Friendly, (not to trouble you 
with a long particular of the provocations I had from 
her temper to run a-ro^uing at iirll} fuppofe I have 
play'd the fool, is the fault unpardonable ? Is a wife's 
reputation like an hufband's* mean, or infamous, be- 
cauie ihe overlooks the folly ? 

Sir Fr. No but did you, my Lord, ever give her 

l^y figns of a repentance ? 

Ld. JFrong. As far a3* I have thought the nature of 
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the cHme re<jttir'd— — Pve often reoeiv'd' her modera^v 
reproaches with a fmile, and raillery —*-' given her leave-, 
tnj^uefs, in hopes her underAanding wou'd have fmil'd. 
again«' and pardon'd it; 

Sir fn And what effea had that t 

Ld, Wrong, O! none in nature! For, fir,, her pride. 
lias pofleffi'd her with Co horrid an idea of the crime,. 
Jfhat my making flight on't hut the more incenfes her : 
«Qd when cme her paffion takes the liberty of her 
tongue to me, I neither fpare authority nor lii-nature : 
€c provoke or filence her This generally is our 

cottrfe of cofiverfation ; and for aught I fee, if we 
fliou'd. not agree upon parting, we are in as fair a way 
ef heartily plaguing one another for life, as e*er acom« 
Ibrtable couple in Svr^fe, 

Sir Fn My Lord» t^ thooght'v too mehtn^holy to jeft 
«pon. 

Ld. i^rwi^. Why,, faith, I h^ve (o hr $l concern for 
her, that cou^d any means of an aecomn»odation bo? 
found, that were not unfit for an hulband to fubmit to, 
1 ihou*d not yet refufe to come into it. 

Sir Fr. Spoken like a aaan, my Lord: how hr the. 
fault's in you, 1 partly fee ; and when I hare made the 
i^me enquiry into my Lady's grief, I dpQbt not then I . 
fliall be better able to advife.. 

Ld. Wreng. YouVe now an opportunity: for fhe's 
gone this very minute to my Lady Gentk^s, to fpeak 
with you. 

Sir Fr. 'Twere beft to lofe no time then, my Lord; 
I'll take my leave - — . — Nay, no ceremony. 

Ld. Wrong, No, I'm going part of your way- > ■ 
""upon my word. {^Exeunt, 

Mnter liodj GtntUt naiinga Ittttr, and Mn. Conqneft. 

Mrs. Con. I hope Sir WilUan^s we!lj madam. 

La. Gent. Yes, very well, my dear, and defires hh 
haiftmains to your ladyfhip. 

Mrs. Con., DQes.h^ lay any thing; of coming^ tt> > 
town ? ^ 
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Mrs, Cpfi. No ! t'f ay, madasi« dpn't yoo chiak liis 
:^oodworihip begins to be a little fonder of ibx-]iiuit> 
wig than you cou'd wiih he were ? 

La. Gent» I am always pleas'd' while he^l diverted ; if 
you faw his^letters to one, yoa wou'd tiot think I had any 
reafon to complain. 

Mrs. Con. Nay, the wcnld owns your ladyihip has the 
perfe^ fecret of anaking a. good ha4and. 

La. G#«/. Bejli^e me, cmld, the mattci^s not 6) difi* 
cult as people wou'd have it. If you but knew what^ 
trifles, in the compHanceef a wife's temper* fooche a 
4nan to fondtneCs, you'd admire to what chitdiA obitinacy 
& i]tiany Women owe thjeir uneafine(Sk 

Enter Mf/i Notable, trymg^ 

Ui£sNm. OhIxA! 

La. Gent. How now 1 What's the matter, tty dear ? 

tAK^Not, Oh! oh! Madam! Madam! 

Mrs. t^09. Blei& me ! What ails the child ? 

Mifs Not. I have been fo abus -d ! fo af&onted ! 

'La. Gent. Abus'd ! By whom, my dear ? 

tAihNot. That monfkr of men, my Lord Geor^ 
^iriUiant. 

Mrs. Con. My Lord Georgt^ 

Miis Ab/. Oh ! I can't fpeak for paffion t 

t^.Gent. I'm amaz'd ! What has he done, child ? 

Miis Not, The moft provoking;. iyipUdent thiag that 
ever was ofier'd to a young creature, fure : Oh 1 oh I 

Mrs. Com, [j^e.] This mud be (bme ftran^^e thing, 
indeed : for if I don't miftake, her young ladyihip thinks 
herfelf old enough for moft forts of impudence that a 
man Can offer her. 

La. Gent. Has hfs offered any love dt rudenefs to 
ybu ? , 

Mifs Not. Qk worle 1 wer(e 1 a thoufand times.. 

Mrs. Con. Worie ! What can that be* child f^^uttir 
iefs it be, that he has not made love to her I [Afidtt 

Mifi Nt. Oh! Madam ! Tis not myfelf alone, but 
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your lady(hip» and ULrs.Conqueft too» that are affronted* 

Mrs. C9n% Aril I in ? But it's no novelty to me ■ 
I have fo far the better of both of you, I am us^d to his 
impadence« and know how to bear it. 

La. G^nt. I am amazM ! Pray let's hear; child. 

Mifs Ihi. Oh ! I could tear his flefli, for having fuch' 
a thought of me. 

La. GmTh What thought, my dear ? 

Mifs Not^ Oh ! madam ! couM any thing but the- 
greateft villain upon earth think to make me a procu- 
rers? 

La. Gint, Child ! you ftartle me! ' 
. Mifs Not* Or any mortal^ but from a moft profligate 
principle of the moll provoking vanity^ noorifli but the 
leaft living hope again ft vonr ladyihip's virtue ? 

La. Gent. How« child ! 

Mifs Not. Or any monfter> but the moft ungrateful, 
moft audacious of mankind propofe too^ that I fhould dif- 
cover his odious inclinations to your ladyfhip^ before the 
very face of one who innocently^ loves him : Oh ! f am 
paft patience I— --i think I do it bravely. [J/tle. 

[JFalis in a/order. 

La. Gent. I am all coafafion ! . 

Mrs. Con* [Jfide.] If this gtrl^s paffion is not all an 
air and his own contrivance, then will I be bound to en* 
dure the fuccefs of it. 

La. Gint. His inclination 1 and to me ! and yet p^o- 
pos'd, that you Ihou'd difcover it before Mrs. Conqwft 
foo ! To glory in fuch iniblence ! This feems a contra- 
didion. 

Mifs Net. Or elfe, faid he, 'twould never be believed; 
for having the idle reputation of liking one, I am oblig'd 
that both (honld know it, that (he 1 really love may fee 
I'm wholly free from my former paffion. 

Mr6. Con. This lye itiuft be his own, by the extremity 
of its impudence. [Afiele*^ 

La. Gent. But when he us'd my nsAne, child, why 
were you not fliock'd at ^t'St i Why did not you leave him 
to tell his idle ftory to the world ? 
^ Mifs Nitr Ob madam ! that was what betfay'd me 
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%ito bearing. Mm : for when he firft began, he namM no 
names ; that he refe/Y'dtill lafl:, till he had told me all; 
to cKnchthe fecret with. 

La. Gent. Bat pray, child, how did he begin it ? What 
was his manner of firft attempting you ? 

Mrs. Com, Her ladyihip grows a little inqmfitivey me- 
thinks. [AJfde. 

Mifs Net, Oh I with all the fdbtle foftnel^ that ever 
humble love inspired c — Then ofafuddcn, roofing from 
Ins fear, he gave himfelf fuch an animated air of confi-^ 
dence, threw back his wig, and cry*d aloud> 
Bmt njuby Jhou* ti Jhi ajhoiifd. or angry be. 
To ht Mo*u*d hy me, 

Mrs. Con, What do you think of his modefiy now, 
madam ? 

La. Gifit, I am amaz'd, indeed. 

Mifs Not. Then he turn'd to me, prefs'd me by the 
hand, and, kneeling, begg'd my friendfhip, and threw 
into my lap fuch untold heaps of gold, forc'd upon my 
£nger too a fparkling diamond, I thought muft beggar 
him to purchafe— »— But when I heard him clofe his 
impudent ftory, with offering a letter to give your la- 

<lyihip, while Mrs. Conqneft was by ■ 1 ftarted 

up, and told him. Yes, mj Lord, I'll do your errand, 
but without your letter, in another manner than your 
infamous principles have propos'd it ; my Lady ihall 
know your paffion, but know it as I do, to avo|d, to 
loath, and fcom you for fuch a villainous through t. 
While I was ikying this, 1 threw his filthy gold upon 
the floor, his letter into ihe fire, his diamond out of the 
window, and left him to gather them up, as he pleas'd, 
without expeding an an fwer. 

La. Gent, Sure ! ^is impoffible a man fhould wear a 
face, that cou'd fo ftedfaftly be|ie his heart. 

Mifs Not, So 1 wasrefolv'd t6 tell your ladyfhip » ■ 
Befides, I thought it proper Mrs. Conquefi (hould know 
his brutality to ner too. 

Mrs. Con, Oh ! I am mightily oblig'd to yoU| m/ 
^ar, but 1 knew him before. 



d by Google 



«54 Tbi Laby'« Lasy Stxki; mt^ 

^ Ui£sNot. iAfidi.^ Hahl kow affedediy iadiftre^^ 
the vain thing is ! 

La. Gent. My dear, Pm at a lofs how far to doabt» o^ 
to believe this folly of him— Pray advife me. 

[To Mrs. Conquj^,, 

Mrs^ Con, If your ladyfhlp woaM take my opioion, 
I'd be entirely cafy. Vd neiriier doubt or believe any^ 
thing of the natter^ till I bad it con£rra'd froca his own 
behaviour. 

Mifs Not. lAfide.] I can't bear this— She fhan't be 
^ eafy— -ril tell her the whole truth of his addreffing 
to one* but Fll humble her. 

La. Gini, Now, you know, he was to be here with 
other company at cards to-ni^ht ; but if you*ll do me 
the favour to fit with me, I'll keep my chamber, fay 

I'm indifpos'd, and fee no company at all What 

think you ? 

. Mrs. Cow. I think it won't be worth that trouble, 

madam. 

£ntir a ServanK 

SertK . Madam, the company's come* 

La. Gent. Is my Lord Georgt there ? 

Serv, Yes, madam. 

La. Gent. What (hall we do now ? 

Mrs Con. By all means go and receive hioa amon^ 
the reft, as you usM to do, and take no notice of any 
thing ■ rU wait upon your ladyfliip in two mi* 

nutes. 

La. Gent. If you don't, I ihall certainly betray my- 
felf ; I'll come and fetch you. [Ejcit Laelj Gentle* 

Mrs. Con. As you pleafe, madam— -—I have obferr'd 
a thoughtful fmile upon this girl's face, that makes mei. 
fancy her fecret is but half out yet— if I guefs right. 
rU e'en pi<]^ue her little pride till ihe telu me, for I 
know the chit does not care for me. [^Jitie. 

Mi(s Not. Oh ! Mrs. Vamtf& a little upon the hum- 
arum at laft, I fee; I'll make her bh before I havedon^ 
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with her.—— Mrs. Conquijfy you fecm a little con- 
cerned about this matter : now, if I were yon, I'd take 
no manner of notice of it ; he fhou'd not have the pride 
to think 'twas in his power to give me a moment's un* 
eafinefs. 

Mrs. Con, My dear, you advife me very well ; but, 
Hpon my word, I am not uneafy. 

Mifs Not. Pooh ! that's fuch a jeil ! as if you did 
not love my Lord George, 

Mrs. Con. Did he ever tell you I did ? 

Mifs Not. Tell me ! No ! but— one fees that well 

enough. 

Mrs, Con. Why then, if 1 do love him, child, you 
may depend upon't, it's only from the aflurances 1 have 
of his loving me only. 

Mifs Not. But fince you fee (as the world will too 
in a little time) how falfe^ thefe affurances are, had not 
you better feem to leave him, than- lie under the fcandal 
of his leaving you ? 

Mrs. Con. No, child ; I'll ftill keep up my preten* 
fions, if it be only to hinder other vain creatures from 
coming into hopes of him : for I know, were I once to 
own myfelf dilengag'd, then every impertinent coquet 
in town wou'd be giving airs to him. 

Mifs Not. Was ever any thing fo ftupidly vain ? [dffide.] 
Lard ! Madam, you have a mighty opinion of your 
perfedions fure, to think it impoflrble a man can be 
falfe to you : fome women wou'd ha' been a-tpp of the 
houfe by this time, if they had only heard of their 
loir's common civility to another.- You are 

ftrangely happy, fure, when his owning a paflion to 
your friend, before your face, can't make you uneafy ; 
Heh ! heh ! 

Mrs. Con. Methinks, child, my want of jealoufy, from 
what you've faid, gives you a little uneaiinefs — — 1 
HiQu'd be loth to think his idle way of raillery had 
taught you to think of love fo ioon ! 

MKsNot. So foon ! I fuppofe^ madam, if I had the 
forwardnefs of your ladyfhip's inclination, I might 
Vol.11. M 
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produce as good proofs of his paflion for me^ as you ciii 
of his conftancy to yon. 

Mrs. Con, So ! (he's ftirr'd— I muft have the reft on'£. 
[Afiile.'\ His paflion to thee^ love ! that were impoili- 
ble— —— llave apaflion for any thing fo incapable to 
conceive it I ■ ' ■ Why love's a thing you won't be fit 
to think of thcfe two years. 

Mifs Not. Not think of ic ! I'd have you know, ma- 
dam, there are men in the world that think ihe as £t fof 
a lover, as your ladyfhip' 

Mrs. Con. So! now it's coniing^ [Afide^ 

Mifs Not. Andllowever unlit you tliiiik me, madam. 
I'd have you, next time any man's idle raillery flatters yoil 
into. a paffion fot him, don't let me know itj I fay, 
don't let me know it, for fear my un^tnefs fhou'd de- 
ceive your vanity, by taking him from you Not 

think of it ! 1 ftiall live to fee you burft with envy^ 

madam Do you obfervt me ? Burll! Ijurfl ! Not 

think of it ! 

Mrs. Con. Nay, now I ixh convinc'd This paf- 
fion, 1 dare fwear, is real— He has certainly faid fome 
civil thing, before he was aware*— But for what yon 
faid of him juft now to my Lady Gentle, my pretty 
onC' ■ 

Mifs Not, Pretty onel-— — -Pray^ madam ! 
Tho* I'm forry I can't fay the fame of your ladyfliip. 

Mrs. Con, t fay, all ybur late fobbing, and ptetend- 
ing to throw gold about the room, aha diamonds out 
of the window, and ill that fluff, my honey, I am 
now confirm'd was all, from £rft to laft, the pretty fic- 
tion of thy own little pride and jealoufy, only to have 
eafe of giving me pain, from his fuppos'd forfaking 
me. 

Mifs Not. Ha ! ha ! ha ! I am glad to fee your va- 
nity- fo fwell'd, madam ; but fince I find 'tis your difl 
cafe, I'll be your friend for once, and work your cure 
by burfting it. K.nDW then, you have guefs'd a truth 
that has undone you : the part I've adled of hi6 pre- 
tended pafiion to another, was, as jou faid indeed^ a 
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^ion z\l, and only play'd to give my pride the diver* 
iioa of his owning to yobr face^ how little he regard 
you. But know, the fatal face to which you owe you^^ 
'ttt]n> was not my Lady Gentii*8 ( that was my own in- 
vention)j but mine ; not her, nor you, but me^ and me 
alone he loves ^ " ^ Thcfe poor unfit features have fc- 
duc'd him from you- And now let all the worl4 

(thflt fees ho^ barbaroufly your vanity, or mine, has 
miftaken idle raillery for love) judge who's moft fit to 
think of it. [£xif, 

Mrs. Con. Now the myftery's unfolded— Oh ! 

this fubtl6 devil } how artfully has he fool'd this forward 

firl to his affillance ?— — Well ! there's fomething in the 
arefac'd excefs of his a^urance that makes me fmile : 
I'm loth to fay he's impudent, but he has an undaunted 
modefty, that's certain ; and for that very one quality 
'twill be worth my while not to truft him even with my 
Lady Gtntle ——Oh, fir ! 

Efttif Sir Friendly Moral. 

Sir Fr, So, child, how Hand affiairs now ? Any frefh 
difcovery ? 

Mrs. Con, Only a trifling confirmation or two, fir, 
of what we fufpefted before Therefore what we 

do muft be done quickly ■ ' ■ Have you confider'd 
what I propos'd, fir ? 

Sir Fr* In troth 'tis a wild thought, but you have a 
wild fpark to deal with ; and, for aught I know, his 
own fnakes may be liktlieft to hold him. Only take 
this general caution with you, that the warmth of. your 
underftanding don't carry you into any adion, that the 
difcretion of your fcx can't anfwer. 

Mrs. Con. Fear not, fir, I know my man, and know 
myfelf. 

Sir Fr, Then here's your letter writ, and feaPd as 
you.dire6led. 

Mrs. Con, And here comes my lady; 'twill be now a 
fit occafion to make ufe of it. 

Sir Fr. J'll leave you then. 
M 2 
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Mrs. Cm* When I have done with lier« 6t, I wwM 
confult you farther. 
SirFr. Til eKpeft you in my chumber. 

[£«// ^ Fricndl/. 

Sfiffr Ladjf Gcntk. 

La. Geni. Oh, child ! I'm glad I Jtave /ouad yovu 

Mrs. Con* What's the matter, madam ? 

La. Gent* I think I was nevo' more provok'd in m/ 
life. 

Mrs. Ctfjf. Any thing from my Lord Gnrzef 

La* Geni, Yes — -*^. fomethlng that makes me (had* 
der at the thoneht. 

Mrs. Con. Blefs me 1 

La. Gent. Something fo grofly infolent in the over* 
refpedtfulnefs of his behaviour ; fuch an afle^ed awe 
when he but fpeaks to me ; fpmeching that fhews within 
his heart fo vain, fo arrogant an hopei it more pro- 
vokes me than, all the aukward follies of a barefaced im- 
pudence;: and fince I find he fecretly prefumes upon my 
knowing his odious fecret, 'twill be therefore but equal 
juftice to myfelf and you> to cruih his idle hopes at 
t}nce ; for not to check, is to encourage 'em : and when 
once a woman's known to be follow'd, let her virtue be 
never fo fam'dy or fortified, the ^ood-natu^d town al- 
ways concludes the lover fuccefsful. 

Mrs. Cou. You did not feem to undcrftand his beha- 
viour? 

La. Gent. I can't tell whether he underftood me, or 
90 ; but Icould not help faying, in a y^ry ^ave man- 
ner, that whatever ftrait I put my£e\£ to, his thoufaad 
pounds (hou'd certainly be paid him next week* 

Mrs. Corn, And how did he take it ? 

hsL,Gent^ Ohi he's not to be put out of countenance, 
that I fee ; for he prefs'd me, with a world of eafy civi- 
lity, not to give myfelf the ieaft concern, for, if I 
pleased, he wou'd immediately give me a very fair 
chance to pay him^ without ever drawin^^ a line for it. 
Mrs. Cotu A fair chance ! What was u ? 



d by Google 



Th Wipe's Resbmtmint. 269 

ta. Gent, Why he ofFer'd mc, indeed, at Picquet fuch 
edds, as I am fure he is not able to give me ; for Count 
Tailfyf who Hood by, thought it £0 cohiiderable an ad- 
▼antage, that he begg'd he might go my halves, or 
what part of the money I pleas'd. 

Mrs. Can. Well faid. Count ■ ■ T his may come to 
fomething— — She nuift play with him— —for, pofjtivaJy, 
there's no other way of ieeing a quick end of his hopes, 
or my own. 

La. Gent. The extravagance of his offer, I confefs, 
Airpriz'd me; fo I only told him I*d consider on'c, and 
came to you for advice. 

Mrs. Con. Then certainty, madam, take him at his 
word ; and fince you know his diihoneft end, in offer- 
ing fuch an advantage, e'en make ufe on't, and let hifs 
very bafenefs punifh itfelf. 

La. Gent. As how ? 

Mrs. Con, Look you, the beft way to difappoint his 
hopes, is firft to raife 'em- ■ Go to h\m this mi- 
nute-— —-*- Call for cards and put ort'all the co- 
qoet airs ima^.naUe : fmile at his refpe^, and glance 
mm out of his affeded mode%. By this means you 
will certainly encourage his vanity, not only to the gal- 
lantry of letting you win your money again, buc, more 
than probably, of lofing kis own to yon. 

La. Gent, i vow you tempt me ftranejely— — I boggle 
at nothing but thofe airs you (peak ot^ 1 fhall do it fo 
aukwardly— *- 

Mrs, Con. Pooh ! I warrant you, truft to nature j it's 
notHng ; one cannot fet one's hair in a glafs without 

'cm If it were not a fure card, you can't think Pd 

advife you to play it, for my own fake. 

La. Gent. That, indeed, leaves me nothing to fay- 
Well, upon your encouragement, I will venture, and 
the very moment I get home, the fum I am out to him, 
I'll throw up my cards, and fairly tell him^ I know 
when 'tis time to eive over ! 

Mrs. Can. Admirable ! 

La. Gent. Nay, and becaufe I don't think I owe hia 
M 3 
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the regard of declaring it myfelf, I'll go down into Snjex 
to-morrow morningrand leave yon, if you think fit^ to 
tell him the occaiion. 

Mrs. Con. No, madam ; to let yoar ladyihip fee I 
^iak every thing is entiicly fafe under your dilcretion, 
as my own, I am refolv'd to go out of town this mo« 
menu 

La. Gent. What do you mean ? 

Mrs. Con. I have receiv'd a letter here from my bro- 
ther Sir John, my twin brother, madam, whom 1 have 
not feen thefe nine years ; he arrived but laft night 
from Italy, to take poifeflion of his eilate ; he*s now at 
his houfe in Effex, and a little indifpos'd after his voy- 
age ; he has fent his coach, and begs, if poUible^ I 
would be with him to-night. 

La. Gent, To night ! JmpoHible ! Go as early in the 
morning, child, as you pleafe. 

Mrs. Con. No, dear madam, pardon me, thf 
xroon (bines, and I had rather defer my fleep, than 
break it. 

L2L, Gtnt, Well, my dear, fince you won't be per^- 

fuaded, I wifh you a good journey 1 ihall fee yon 

before you go- 
Mrs. Con. I have juil a moment's bufinefs with Sir 
Friendly, and then I'll wait upon your ladyihip. 

. ^Exit Lady Gentle. 

Well, there fhe goes How ihe will come off I can't 

tell. The good woman, I dare fwear, is truly inno* 
cent in her intentions ; but |;ood looking after, I fancy, 
can do her no injury : for Virtue, tho' uie's of a noble 
ipirit, and a great conqueror, 'tis true; yet, as ihe*6 
flout, alas ! we know fhe's merciful ; and when fly Hu* 
mility and Nature kneel hopelefs to her unqueftioned 
power, they look fo pitiful, fpeak in fuch a gentle 
tone, and figh their griefs with fuch fubmiffion, that 

cruel Virtue lofes all its anger for compaffion 

Compaffion kindles hope, hope arms afforanee, and 
then— — — tho' Virtue may have courage enough to 
jg;iye a fiout knock with her heel for fomebody to come 
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-ftill, I fay, if fomebody fhou'd come ia — — ' 
'kwou'd be ungrateful in any womari* alive not to allow, 
that good attendance fometimes inay do her virtue 
confiderable fervice.— \Exit\ 

ACT V. 
The SCENE centimes.- 

Enter Lord George, and Mifs Notable; 

Mifs Not. Q O, vt^hen I found that woa'd not take 
O down her vanity,. I e'en told her the 
whole truth of the matter, that it was not my Lady 
Sentff, but her humble fcryant was her rival. 

Ld. Geo. Well faidi What did Mrs. Conqueft fay 
upon that ? 

Mifs Not. She did not fay much> but the poor fouPd 
gone out of town upon't. 

L4. J?<p. Oat of town at this time of m^lit ! What 
do you mean ? 

Mifs Not. Juft as I fay, fir.— Her brother, it feems, 
is come from travel; fo the fullnefs of her ftomach laid 
hold on that occaiion, and fhe pretends fhe*s gt>ne to 

meet him Now what 1 expedl from you is this ; fince 

I fee nothing but demon ftracion will heartily humble her 
lady (hip, you (hall confefs all I told her of your ad^ 
drefflng to me, under your own hand, in a billet to 
me, which Til inclofe in a dinging letter from myfelf 
to her, and fend it immediately. 

Ld. Geo, So, fo, I am like to be drawn into a fine 
bufinefs here : the jell muft not go fo far neither : 
•the child has a ftrange vivacity in her good-nature—- 

[Jfide. 

Mifs Not. You paufe upon't— 

Ld. Geo, Well, madam, to let you iee I fcorn to 
profefs more than I'll Hand to, do you draw up the let* 
. M 4 
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ter to your mind* Til copy it, aiid«->and-<-tiid«*aiid put 
the change opon jou. I4fi^* 

Mii5 Net. Aye, no«r yoo fay fomething ; 1*11 aboat 
it iramediately. 

Ld. Geo, Do (o ; I'll ftay here till you have done it. 
* ^ [ExitMs/s^oxMt. 

Who fays I am not a prondent lover ? For bow by that 
time my harveft of Lady Gimt/e is over, the early in- 
clination I have fown in this girl will be juft ripe and 
ready for the fickle A true woman's man fliould 

breed his miftreffes, as an old what-d'ye call-um does 
young girls in a play-houfe, one under another, that 
he may have always fomething fit for the defire of fe- 
veial perfons of quality But here comes my Lady 

GfMtig AiFurance, fiandfaft; and don't let the 

infolent awe of a fine woman's virtue look thee out of 
countenance i 

Eater Lady Gentle. , 

La. Gmt. Come, come, mj Lord, where im you ran ? 
The cards wait for you. 

Lrd* Geo. I did not know your ladyihip hid refolv'd 
to do me the honour of accepting the match I propos'd 
you. 

La. Gent. Oh, your fervant, grave fir-«^you have a 
mind to be off on' t, I fuppofe ■ but, as mere a 

country girl as you think me, you'll find I am enough 
in the nK>de not to refufe a good ofier, whether I de« 
iierve it or no. 

Ld. Geo. Coquet, by all that's lovely. \Afidi.\^\ 
JDuft confefs, madam, I (hould be glad to fee your lady- 
ihip a little better reconcilM to the diverfions in fa- 
ftion. 

La. Gent. And if I have any (kill in faces, ' whatever 
Iblemn airs you give youvfelf, nobody is more a private 
friend to 'em than your lordihip. 

Ld. Geo. I can't difiswn a fecret tendernefs for every 
riling that ought to move the heart, but reputation 
ihott'd be always facrcd: and he that does not take 
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Ibme care of his own, can never hope to be much tnxfted 
with other people's : for were a woman of condition ge* 
nerottfly to make that traft, what confequence upon 
earth cou'd be more terrible to her, than the folly or 
bafenefs of her lover's expofing the fecret 7 

La. GiMt. y^ry modiih monils, npon my word f So 
that a prudent regard to her reputation is all the virtoe 
you think a woman has occaiion for— —Fie ! fie I I'll 
fWear, my Lord, I took you for quite another man. 

Ld. Gio» I never was deceiv'd in your Ladylhip, for 
J always took you for a woman of tne 6x& underhand- 
ing. 

La* Gent* Are not you a wicked creature ? How caa- 
70U have the afTurance to think any woman that knows 
you, will be commonly civil to you ? 

Ld, Gee. I do think the moft impudent thing a man 
can offer to a woman, is to aik the leaft favour of her 
before he has done fomething to deferve it ; and fo, if 
you pleafe, madam, we'll 'en fit down to piquet^ and 
make an end of our argument afterwards. 

La. Gent, [JfideA How blin<i is vanity ? that this 
wretch can't fee 1 fool him all this while ?-l— Well, my 
Lord, for once I won't baulk your gallantry. 

Bnter Sir Friendly* 

Come, ^ix Friendly ^ my Lord and Tare going to pic- 
quet ; have you a mind to look on a little ? 
.Sir/*r. Troth, madam, 1 have often look'd on, and 
have as often wonder'd to fee two very good friends fit 
fairly down, and in cool blood, agree to wiih one ano- 
ther heartily inconvenienced in their fortune. 

Ld. Ceo* Oh ^lqV nuncle, that's driving the coale- 
quence too far. 

Sir Fr, Not a jot,~ And 'tis amazing, that fo ma*' 
ny good families fhou'd daily encourage a diverfion,^ 
whole utmoft pleafure is founded upon avarice and ill- 
nature ; for thofe are always the fecret principles of deep - 

"^^^^^ 

M 5v 
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Re'tntir Mifs Notable, and winks at Lord George* 

Ld. Geo, ril wait apon your ladyfliip in a moment 

[ExU. 

La. Gent I don't know, play is a dmriion that al- 
ways keeps the fpiirits awake, methinks, whether one 
wins or lofes. 

Sir Fr. I have very little to fay againft a moderate ufe 
of it— .but we grow ferious ——Pray, madam, is my 
« Lady Wronglo^e in the next room ? 

La. Gent.i 1 left her rhere ; ihe was enquiring for yptz* 
•—Here ihe is. 

Enter Lady Wronglovc. 

Well, m?dam^ what are they doing within ? 

La. Wrong. There's like to be no bank, I find ; they 
are all broke into ombre and piquet. 

La. Gent. Your ladyfhip is not for play then ? 

La. Wrong. Not yet, madam ; I have a word or 
tw6 with Sir Friendly^ and I'll endeavour to wait on your 
ladyfhip. 

Mnter a Servant* 

Serv. Madam, here's Sir John Conqueft juft come to 
town ; he enquires for your ladyfliip, or Sir Friendly 
fHoral, 

La. Gent. Sir yohn ! What a miftake has poor Mxs. 
ttonqueft made now? She went but an hour ago to 
meet him. 

Sir Fr. Will your ladyfliip give me leave to wait on 
lim? 

La. Gent. If you pleafc to %vit yonrfclf that trouble^ 
Sir Friendly. Pray, defire him to walk in. 

\^Extt Sir Friendly. 
la my Lord Wronglove come, madam ? 

La. Wrong. He faid he would be here ; but you muft 
jnot expert him the more for that. 
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La. Gent. He does not mach ftand upon forms, in- 
deed ; but he's extremely good-humour'd when one hat 
him. 

La. Wrongi How can people talk good-humour where 
ihere's no principle ? 

La. Gent, And what dull company would the ilrideft 
|>rinciple be without good-humour ? 

La. Wrong. And yet the beft temper's bat a cheat 
without 'em. 

La. Gent. He muft be a man indeed that lives with- 
out a fault'; but there are fome, that *tis always a wo- 
man's intereft to overlook in a fai^nd : our frowns may 
govern lovers^ but hufbands muft be fmil'd on. 

La. Wrong. I (hou'd defpik the man that muft be 
fiatter'd to be jnft. 

La. Gent^ Alas ! the price is very little ; and let me 
tell you, madam, the man that's juft, is not to bede- 
fpis'd. 

La. Wrong. He that lives in a profefs'd contempt of 
obligations^ can n^er be belov'd — — 'ti« better to re« 
leafe 'em ; youMl fliortly fee me eafy. 

La^ Gint^ I ihall ever wifh.youio. 

£ntir Sir Friendly, ivith ilfrf. Conqueft, in man* s 
habits . 

Sir/V* This, fir, is my Lzdy Gentle* [Tiiy /alute{ 
La* Gent* You are welcome into England ^ fir. 

Enter LorJ George, fwho, fi^f^g Mrs. Conqueft, njuhifpers 
Sir Friendly. - 

Mrs. Cettk 1 hope your ladyfhip will excufe my un- 
feafonabk vific ; but 1 rather choie to be troublefome, 
^an .flow in the acknowledgments I owe your ladyfhip 
for the many favours to my fi&r. 

La. Gent. Mrs. Conquefl and her friends are always 
. welcome lo me ■ ^ My Lady Wronglove, pray kn0»v 
Sir John ! 

Mj6 
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Sir Fr. My Lord Gtorgi^ and Sir Jttn^ will yoa jrtve 
me leave to recommend a friendihip between you ? ^ 

Ld. Geo. Sir, I ihall be proud to embrace it. 

Mrs Con. 'Twill be a oiarity in a man of your Lord- 
ihip's figure to give a raw young fellow a little counter 
nance at his firft unival. 

Ld. Geo. Your appearance. Sir, I am confident, will 
never want a friendliip among tke men of taAe, or the 
ladies. 

Sir Ff. Thisyoiing Iady> Sir Jokn^ is a near relation 
of mine ; and if you have not left your heart abroad, 
wilt endanger it here as far as e'er a foutbern beauty of 
of 'em all. 

Mrs. Com* If the lady's good-nature were equal to her 
beauty^ 'twoo'd be difpos'd of this minute. 

Ld. Ggo. Faith he's a pretty fellow I . 

Mifs Not'^ A fwect creature ! r [4fiele* 

Ld. Wrong. He's extremely like his filler ! 

La. €int. The very image of her ! 

Mrs. Con. We were both made at the fame time, la- 
dies : I only wifli ike had been born to breeches too : 
for I fancy that wild humour of her^s is diimally put to't 
under the Confinement of petticoats. 

[La^ Wronglove goes to Sir Friendly* 

La. Gent, I find, t\x John, you are twins in your 
good-humour, as well as your perfons. 

Mrs. Con. We always took a liberty with one another, 
madam ; tho' I believe the girl may be honeft at the 
bottom. 

Ld. Geo. Methinks you lofe time with the young lady. 
Sir John. \Afide. 

Mrs. Con. To tell you the truth, my Lord, I find 
myfclf a little too fharp fet for a formal gallantry ; I 
have iiad a tedious voyage, and would be glad of a 
ioiail recommendation to any humble extempore fa- 
vour. 

Ld. Geo. Faith I'm a little out of— —gentlewomen 
myfelf at prefent : buc if your occafions are not very 
preiSng, Til put you out of a defpairing condition—— 
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I'll carry you behind the fcenes^ ,and there are ladies of 
all forts, coqaets, prudes, and virgins (they fay), feriout 
and comical, vocal->and inftrumental. 

Mrs. Con, Vfc fhall find a time, my Lord. 

Mifs Not. I mufl have a friendfhip with him, that's 
pofs» 'Let me fee ■ ay, that will do it.*- W hat a 

dear pleafure it is, to be in what company one will to 
have all the young fellows pardcular? [Jffiife. 

Mrs. Con. [To La, Oent.l I am afraid, madam, we 
interrupt the diverfion of the good company ; I heard 
cards call'd for as we came in. 
' La. Gent, If you pleafe then. Sir Jobn, well ftep into 

the next room my Lady Wronglo^ve^ we'll expect you. 

[Exeunt all hut Lady Wronglove and Sir Fr. 

La. Wrong, I'll wait upon your Ladyfhip. 

Sir Fr, 1 am forry, madam, to find the mifunderftgnd- 
ing carried to fuch extremities. 

La. Wrong, After fuch ufage, 'tis impoffible to live 
-with him. ^ 

Sir Fr, And have you in your calmer thoughts e'er 
weigh'd the miferable confeqoence oflparting ? 

La. Wrong, 'Twill fliew the world, at leaft, I am not 
like the world ; but fcom on any terms to endure the 
man that wrongs me. Since, too, he ftitl perfiils in his 
defiance of my refentment, what remedy on earth have 
I but parting ? 

Sir Fr, Is there no cure for wounds biit bleeding 
dead ?■ You'll fay he has wrong'd you.— —Grant 

it— That wrong has been feverely punifh'd in your fe- 
vere refentment. 

Ld; Wrong, But ftill it has not cur'd the wrong. 

Sir Fr. Then certainly '^was wrong to ufe it 

La. Wrong, I've been reduc'd to ufe it: nor cou'd I 
bear the loofe, malicious fleerings of the world without 
a juft refentment upon him. 

Sir Fr, Nor wou'd I have you bear it ■■no ; ■ ■ 
but difappoint their empty, fafhionable malice, cl^e up 
this unprofitable breach, 'tis ftill within your powrr, and 
fix him yet more firmly yours. 

La; Wrong, Alas 1 'tis now too late ! We have agreed 
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on other ttxms : he tooj at Iaft» is willing we IhoaM 
£art. 

Sir /*r^ Bary that thought 1 Come, come, there's 
yet a gentler cure, couM you fupprefs your temper <o 

fo ihrou^b it : this rafh and fruitlefs flruggling with a 
roken limb gives you but more outrageous pain, ia- 
fiames the wound, and brings ^our very life of peace 
in danger: think what a glorious conqueil it wou'd 
1>e, even in the face of the cenforious and infulting 
world, to tame this wanderer, whofe frail inconftancy 
lias fought a vain and falfe belief: to lure him home 
with foft afiedion# Xo loll him into bluihes, peace» 
and envied happinefs : one word, one tender look fe- 
cures your triumph : is there no virtue, think you, in 
remiffion f Nothing perfuafive in the reproach of pa- 
tient love? 

La. Wrong, 1 fee to what yaur friendftiip wou'd per- 
fuade me ; but were it poffible my flatter'4 hopes cou'd 
lofe the memory of my wrongs for ever—— -p^Say J 
,cou'd this moment hu|h v^y wpoian's pride to all thie 
'tendernefs of ibft aiFedion, could iigh, could weep, an^ 
yearn for reconcilement ! Where could a wretch, un- 
heeded in her wrongs like me, find flielter ? Where is 
the friendly bofom wou*d receive me ? How can I hopf 
for comfort from that breafi, that now J fear is hardened 
to my undoing ? 

Sir /r. Cherifb that foft'ning thought, and jill ^lay 
yet be well. Oh I there's a meri table good nefs in thoft 
fears that cannot fail to conquer. l5o not fuppofe i 
.can be partial to his errors, and not a friend to your 
complaints. Resentment caa but at beft revenge, but 
never redrefs 'ejn. Repofe 'em with a friend for once, 
and be aiTur'd, as of my honefty, I'll make you no dif- 
honourable peace. 

La. Wrong, 1 don't doubt of your fincere endeavours. 
But who can anfwer for another's morals ? Think how 
much more miferable you make me, fhou'd he infuse 
upon my patience. 

Sir Fr, By that fincerity you truft in, I know him 
j){ a fofter nature, friendly, generous, and tender ; only 
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to oppoiUion^ obfUnately coolj to gcntlenefs, iubmiffivc 
as a lover. 

La. Wrong. Do what you will with mc. 

[Sits dvmm woeeping* 

Sir Fr. He comes ! be comforted ! depend upon my 
friendflup. 

2nur Lord Wrongloyc, 

My lord, I grieve to fee you here on this occafion. 

Ld. Wrongj-^ I'm not mjfelf tran(ported at it^ Sir 
Friendly I come t'obey my fummons^ 

Sir ijr. How eafily we pay obedience to our wifhes ! 
Was it well done, my lord, to work the weaknefs of ^ 
woman to aj(k for what you knew wa^ her undoing ? A 
mind, which your unlcindnefs had diftemper'd, deferv'd 
a tenderer care, than reaching it a corrofive for a cor- 
dial. Your judgment cou'd not but forefee, the refoli^ 
tion of a love-jKck wife mud ilagger in the ihock of le- 
paxation. 

LA. Wrong. Ha'! ILadyWronghveavfefing* 

Sir Fr. Look there ; and while thefe ioft'ning tears 
reproich you, think on the Jongwatch'd, refilefs hours, 
ihe already has endur'd from your mifdoing. Nor cou'd 
you blame her, if in the torturing pain ihe thought her 
only help was cuttin? off the infeCted }imb.: But you ! 
you 10 hold the horr;d knife prepared, while your hard 
heart was confcious of a ^entkr cure^ was cruelty .be- 
yond a humane nature. 

Ld. Wrong. Miftake me not '. I need not thefe re- 
proaches to be juft. I never fought this feparation, 
never wilh'd it j and when it can be prov'd unkind in me 
to accept it, my ruin fhou'd as foon be welconve. And 
tho', perhaps, my negligence of temj)ermay'have Hood the 
frowns of love unmov'd, yet I can find no guard within, 
jhat can fupport me againd its tears. 

\Goes to Lady Wronglove. 

Sir Fr. Now, my lord, you are indeed a man. 

X4. Wrong. Welcome or not, I muft not Xcc yon 
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thasy madam, without an offer'd hand to raife yoo. 
What is't diilurbs you ? 

La. fFreng. Nothing. 

Ld. Wrong. If I can never more deferve that foft re* 
ception of a lover, give me at leafl the honeft freedom 
Ota friend's concern, to wifli you ^ell, to feorch your 
inmoft griefs, and ihare 'em. 

La. Wrong. I cannot fpeak to you. 

Sir Fr« My Lord, that tender filence tells you all. 

Ld. Wrong. Too much indeed for fenfe of ihame 
to bear-^— — ffow, I fhou'd blufh ever to have defervM 
thefe jufl reproachful tears ; but when I think they 
fpring from the difTolving rock of fecret love, I tri- 
umph in the thought ; and in this wild irruption of 
its joy, my parching heart cou'd drink the cordial 
dew. 

La. Wrong. What means this foft efFuHon in my 
$reaft f An aching tendernefs ne'er felt before ! 

Ld. Wrong. I cannot bear that melting eloquence of 

gcs. Yet nearer, clofer to my heart, and live for ever 
ere. » ■ Thus blending our di^olving (buls in dumb 
unutterable foftnefs. 

Sir Fr. Age has not yet fo drain'd roe, but when I 
fee a tendernefs in virtue's eye, my heart will foften, and 
its fprings will flow. 

La. Wrong. Pity this new confuiion of my woman's 
heart, that wou'd (but knows not how to) make returns 
for this endearment ; that fears, yet wiihes; that burns 
and bluihes, with my (tx^s fhame in yielding.- Can 
you forgive, my Lord, the late uncurb'd expreflions of a 
diforder'd mind f...-.But think they were my paffion's 
fault, and pardon 'em. / 

Ld. Wrong. O never 1 never let us think we dif- 
agreed ! fince our fick love is heal*d, for ever be its 
caufe forgotten and remov'd. 

La. Wrong. But let the kind phyfician that reftor'd us, 
be for ever in our thanks remember'd. Had not his 
tender care obferv'd the crifis of my diflemper'd mind, 
liow raflily had I languifli'd out a wretched failing ! 
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Ld. Wrong* Tins was indeed be3rond a frien d ■■ a 
father's care. 

^jr Fr, My Lord, what I have done, your miitaal 
peace has over-paid : I knew yon both had virtue, and 
was too far concern *d indeed to fee 'em loll in paflion. 

Ld. Wr§mg. If heaven woo'd mark oar bounds of hap« 
pinefs below, or human wifdom were allow'd to chufe 
ixqra virtue's lareeft (lore i in joys, like oars, the need- 
lefs fearch wou'd end. 

Sir Fr» In fuch foft wives ! 

La. Wrong. So kind a hufband ! 

lid. Wrong, Such a friend ! 

Entir Mrs. Conqueft, and Mi/s Notable* 

Mrs« Con. Ym all amazement, all rapture, madam ! 
Is't poffible fo fair, fo young a creature, can have fo juH, 
fo exquifite a fenfe of ]ove. 

Mifs Not. Why not ? If I have any fenfe, 'tis natural 
to have our firft views of happineis from love. 

Mrs. Con, My little foul, you charm me? Yovi have 
a mind to pique Lord Gtorgty yon fay ? 

Mifs Not. To a rapidity I Yet, methinks, not (b 

much upon my own account as yours ; for his difhononr- 
able ufage, as 1 told you, of your After. And to con- 
vince you of my friendihip—*— there's his own hand to 
accuie him of it :•— p-Read it.— —Hold I hold 1— here's 
my uncle put it up. 

Mrs. Con* Can't I fteal into your room by and bye ? 

Mifs Not. With all my heart Then I'll tell yoa 

more. [ £x/V Mi/} Notable. 

Inter Sir Friendly. 

- Sr. Fr. So, child ! you are making way, 1 fee I 
What have you got in your hand there ? 

Mrs. Conr Why, young madam tells me 'tis fome^ 
thing under my Lord Georgis band, that will convince 
me of his abufing my fifter m e. 

Sir Fr, Pray read it. 
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Mxa. Cou^ [^Readu] To Mrs. Conquift: 

,ify9u dtfign to make any Stay in the country ^ ^w^iU- Bt 
' obliging to return the Lampoon you ftole from me^ it 
being the only Copy from the Face of this Globe to the 
Sky, that is to be had for Malice or Money. I am^. ^ 
dear Madam^ fwith all due Sxttemity , moft in*vinci^ 
ilyyoursy SRILLlANt. 

A very tender (^iftle truly. 

Sit Fr. 'Tis like the reft of him. . 

Mrs. Con. I'm glad to find, however, he has good* 
Jiumour, enoagh not to let the little malice of that chit 
fool him^ to affront me ; which I find, ihe has bee&< 
heartily driving at. 

Sir /r» In troth. It 0}ews fome. fenfe of honoiirin 
him. 

Mrs. Con. Depend upon't, fir, he doea not want it 
i|pon an honourable occafion. 

Sir Fr. And 'twou'd t^e hardyindeed, .not to make fome 
allowances for youth. 

Mrs. C^. But if I 90irn.dt even wkh her xoudj^ lady«^ 
fliip -' 

Sir Fr. Fm. glad you have fo inno<:en^a revenge iiL 
your bands ; purCue your addrefles to her : to make heit 
<;oquetry a little ridiculous, will do her no barm. Well ! 
^ow go ii^^ifis within ? How is my Lady Gentle like toi 
come oS with his lordfhip at play ? 

Mrs. Con. Juft .a«. I «xpe&ed : I left her in the laft', 
game of loiing about double the. fum fhe.owes him« 
That fellowj the Cpunt, is certainly his confederated: 
liis ffping her halves, is only a pretence to look on, and. 
^i oy priv^e iigns^ to tell my lord every card in her 
liand. 

Sir Fr. Not unlikely; What's to be done next ? 

Mrs. Cott. Only, fir, do you engage the company in 
the next room, while I take my poft. Hark ! they have^ 
4oi^e play— -I heard the table move : away. 

Six Fr. Succefetoyou— [^EgceuBt frveraUiy^i^ 
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ithe SCENE openings difcovtrs Lord George 
and Lady Gentle fifing from Play. 

Ld. Geo. Have we done, madam. 

La. Gent. I have, my Lord, , and I think for ever !— f 
pleafe to tell that. Intolerable fortune ! 

[ Throws do^wn moMj. 

Ld. Geo. The Count gont ! 
. La. Gent. Oh yes, my Lord 1 he had not patience, 
you fee — H« ran away when the game was fcarcc op. 

"Ld., Geo. This bill is his then. 

La. Gent. It wa« ; but its yours now, I fuppofe. 

Ld. Geo. Here's forty pounds, madam. 

La. Gent. There's a hundred and fixty. [Gi*ues ahiU.^ 
"What do I owe you now, my Lord ? 

Ld. Geo. Forty ! a hundred and fixty ! -; — um— 

juft one thoufand pounds, madam. 

La. Gent. Very well ! and a thoufand pounds 

more borrowed this morning ! and all fool'd away 1 
fool 'd !— ^-fool'd away i [Fretting. 

Ld.G^fo. Oh 1 does it bite? {4^-/^ 

La. Gent. O wretch ! wretch ! miferable, forfaken 
"wretch!— Ay! do! think! think! and <figh upon the 
confequence of what thou'ft done t the ruin ! juin ! the • 
fore ruin that's before thee ! 

Ld. Geo. Suppofe, madam, yoo try your fortune at 
fbme other game ? 

J-a. G^M* Talk not of play— —for I have done with 
it for ever, 

Ld. Geo. I can't fee you under this confufion at youf 
ill-fortune, madam, without offering all within my 
power to make you cafy. 

La. Gent. .My Lord, I can't be eafy under an oUfiga- 
tion, which I have no profpedt of returning. 

Ld. Geo. Come, come ! you're not fo poor as your 
hard fears wou'd make you. There are a thoufand 
trifles in your power to grant, that you wou'd never 
jtnifs; yet a heart lefs ieniible of your cpncern tha» 
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mine, wouM prize beyond a ten-fold value of your 
loflfcs. 

La. Getft. Vm poor in every thing but folly^ and at 
juft will to anfwer for its mifcarriages. On this, my 
Lord, you may depend ; Til ilrain my utmoft to be jo^ 
to you. 

Ld. Geo. Alas !^ you do not know the plenty nature 
has endow'd you with. There's not a tender fjgh that 
heaves that lovely bofom, but miffht,. if given in fo ft 
ccHnpafiion to a lover's pain, release you of the Iudits>^ 
had you loft 'em* Can you fuppofe, that £>rdid avarice 
alone has pu(h'd my fortune to this height ? . Was the 
poor lucre of a little pelf, worth all this wi]d extrava- 
gance of hazard I have run ? Give me at Icaft a vitw 

more generous* tbo' kis fuccefsful \ and think, that all 
I've done was, in your greatell need, to prove myfell 
your firmeft friend. 

La. Grff/. My Lord, 'twou'd now be afeflation not 
to «nderfbhad you* But I'm coacern'd, that you ihou'd 
think, that Fortime ever <;ou'd reduce me to ftand the 
bearing of a diOionourable thought from any man ; or^ 
if I coa'd be won to folly, at leaft I wQu'd make a gift, 
and not a bargajn of my heart : therefore, if the worfL 
nuft be, I'll own the fum, and Sir WilUam (hall pay it 
<«n demand. 

Ld. Geo. [Jfidi.} Shall he ? I know what will become 
of your Lady (hip—-- You nmy flounce, and run away with^ 
my line, if you pleafe ; but you will find at the end of 
it a lovely bearded hook, that will Arangely perfuade yoa 
to come back again— -—A debt of two thoufand pounda 
is not fo eafily flipt out of. 

La* Gent* Now, my Lord, if, after all I've faid, yoa 
have hpnour enough to do a handfome thing, and not 
let him know of it. 

Ld. Geo, Oh ! do you feel it madam ? [jfJlJe. 

La. Gent* 'Tis but being a better houfewife in pins ; 
and if a hundred pouhds a quarter of that will fatisfy 
you, till the whole's paid, you may depend upon't t a 
little more prudence, and a winter or two in the coun- 
try, will foon recover it. 
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Ld. G#0. Prc& me not with fo unkind i thooglit* To 
drive yon from the town, «re you have fcarce run 
through half the divei^ons of k» woii'4 be barbaroftB 
indeed. 

La. Getft. Wou'd I had never feen hi 

lA.Geo, Since I fee, madam, how much y(m dread am 
obligation to me, lay, I cou'd find the means to free 
yon of this debt, without my obliging you ; nay^ with* 
out a poffibility of your lofiag more ; x wou'd even, un* 
thank'd relieve you. 

La* Gab^. That's a propoial I can't comprehend^ m^ 
I#ord. 

Ld. Gtf9« I'll make it more engaging yet : for give 
l>ut a promiie you'll weigh the ofier in one moment's 
thought before you anfwer to it ; and in return, by all 
my heart's laft bleeding hopes, I fwear, that even your 
xefufal then ihall filence my ofien£ve lov^, and feal its 
lips for ever. 

La. GiMf. I think, my Lord, on that conditioHi I 
may hear you. 

Li G0O. Thus then I offeiw- PU tally to you on one 
£ngle card ; which if your fortune wins, the fums you 
owe me then ihall all be quit, and my offenfive hopes 
of love be dumb for ever : If I win, thofe fums ihall ftill 
be paid you back, with this reierve, that 1 have then 
your iilent leave to hope. 

La. Gemt. My Lord— — 

Ld* Cei. I bsg yon do not anfwer yet— — Coniider, 
firft, this offer ihuts out my very humbled hope from 
merit, is certain to recover all you've loft, with equal 
chance, to rid you of: (I fear) a hateful lover; and 
but at woriiy makes it your avoidlefs fortune, 10 endolre 
him. 

La. Giftt. A bold and artful bait indeed ! Jfidi. 

Ld. Geo* I've done | and leave you to the moment's 
paufe you promii'd. 

La G^M/. [Aj^e,'] A certainty to quit the fums I 

owe ! A chance with it, to rid me of his aifaulting 

love i A bleil deliverance indeed ! But then the lot 

h equal too^ of being oblig'd to give him hope» my 

4 
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ftcret, confcious leave to lore— —That thought imbit- 
ters M again : 'tis horrid, loathfome^ and my difeafe lefs 
formidable than fuch a care. Why do I hold it in a mo^ 
ment's thought ? Be bold, and tell him Co ; for while I 
paafe, he hop js i» fpitt of me.-^Hold-^ 

Ld^Geo. Ay! fiiink a Uttle better on't. IJfide. 

La. Giftt^ [J/fiie,] To do it rafhly, may incenfe him 
to my ruin : he has it in his power; He may demand my 
ioiiogs of my hufband's honour $ >^ho, tho' 'twill make 
his fortune bleed to do't^ Ttti furc will pay 'em. Two 
thoufand pofinds, WitH what I've lately ]oft, mighf (hock 
the meafure of a larger income. What face mud I ap- 
pear with then, whofe ihameful conduft is the caufe 
on't ?— The confequence of that muft, like an inward 
canker, feed opon our future quiet 1 His former, friend- 
ly confidence muft wear a face of (Irangenefs to me: 
His eafe of thought, hk ch^rful fmiles, with all the 
thoufand hoarded pleafures of his indulgent love, are 
loft I then Idft for ever \ Infopportafale dilemma ! What 
will become of me ? 

Ld.Geo. '£sti/t^e,] Ah! poor lady I it's a hard tug 
indeed ; but by the grace of neceffity, virtue maiy get 
over it. 

La. Gent. \_4fideJ] If fome women had this offer now, 
they'd make a trifle of the ha«ard ! Nay, even of th^ir 
lofing it. 

Ld,Geo. [4Jide.\ Well faid ! take courage" ! — — - 
There's nothing in it ■ ■ it's a good round fum— half 

reddy monlsy too think of that— — SUppofo I ihou'd 

touch the cards a little. 

La. Gent. [Afide.'\ Hope! he hopes already from 
his offer : but then he offers me -the means to kill it 
too ! Say he ihou'd win, he takes that hope but from 
his fortune, not my virtue I Befide— — am I fo fure to 
lofe ? Is't in his .fate that he muft ever win ? Why 
ihan't I rather think, that Providence has biought me 
to this ftrefs, only to fet follies dreadful in my view, 
and reaches now, at laft, its hand to fave and warn me 
on the precipice ? ■ 'It muft it is ■ niy flat- 

tering hope will have it fo r < i ■ Impoffible fo critical a 
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^iiance can Iofe-«-My fancy ftrengthens on the thought, 
>iny heart grows bold, and bids me venture. 

Ld. Geo, Shall 1 deal, raadamf — or— — * 

La. Gent. <i^k^ quickly then, and take me while 
any courage can fiipport it. [He Jhv^s the cards\ Forgive 
me. Virtue, if I this once depend on fortune to relieve 
thee. 

Ld. Geo. Then fortune lor the bold— Pve dealt— 
*Tis fix'd for one of us. 

La. Genu There. X^efets upon the king^ 

ltd. Geo^ The king !—*tisjnine. 

[Land Gew^ge tallies, and %aiy Ccntle Jo/es^ 

La. Gent. BilUadlioh I— Bdadn^fs— — madnefs only 
can relieve me lidw ! 

Ld Geo, Soh \ my venture is arriv'd at laft— — — 
Now to unlade it. Thefe bills, madam, now are yours 
again. ^Lqys *em dowH,'\ But why this hard, unkind con- 
cern ? Be jud at leaft^ aiid don't^ in thefe reludant 
tears, drown all the humble hopes|jba£«&rtune has be- 
queath'd me 4 or if ih«y prefs too rude and fudden for 
their welcome, chide 'ein but gently ; they are foft as 
tnfant-wiihes^ one tender word wul hufh them into 
whifpers. 

La. Gent. Thus with low fubmiflion^ on my knees, 
I beg for pity of my fortune ! Oh fave me I fave me 
from^ your cruel power : Pity the hard diftrefles of a 
trembling wretch, whom folly has betray*d to r4iin 1 
Oh ! think liot I can fever ftain my virtue, and preferve 
my fenfes I For while I ihink, my fhrinking heart will 
Ihudder at the horror : this trembling hand will wither 
in your touch, or end iiie in diftraOaon. If you've a 
liumane foul, oh yet be greatly good, and fave me from 
eternal riwn ! 

Ld. Geo* Thefe bug-bear terrors, (Pray be.raiftd— r— 
La. Gent. Oh never !) 

Ld. Geo. Which inexperience forms, wou'd vanifh 
in a moment's juft or generous thought : And fince 
the right of fortune has decreed me hope, your 
4Vord, your faith, your honour ftands engaged to pay 
it— i- 



d by Google 



2t8 7h LADr'i Lait Stake; or, 

Fitter a Stranger, Uuntlj, wth a Letter. ' 

Strang. Lady, 

La. Gefit, Ah ! 

Ld. Geo. How now ! what's the meaning of tHfe ? 

Strang. I have fworn to deliver this into your handt, 
tho' I ihou'd find you at your prayers. 

La. Gettt. Who arc you. Sir f 

Strang. Nobody. 

La. Gent. Whence come you ? 

Strang. From nobody.— —Good-bye* lExif. 

Ld. Geo. Fire and furies ! what a ridiculous intcrrup- 
lion is this ? 

La. Gent. I'm amazM. 

Ld. Geo. What can it mean ? 

La. Gent. Ha ! what's here ? Bank bills of two tho«* 
fand pounds !, The very fums I've loft !*•— No advice I 
Not a line with 'eflk ! No jnatter whence they came ! 
From no enemyi I'm fure j better owe 'cm any where, 
than here. 

Ld. Geo. 1 fancy, Madtin, the next room we re 
were 

La. Gent. No, my Lord o ur accounts now need 
no privacy— there's your two thoufand pounds. 

Ld. G:o. What mean you. Madam. 

La. Gent. To be as you wou'd have me, juft, and pay 
my debts of honour : for thofe that you demand againft 
my honour, by the known laws of play are void : where 
honour cannot win, honour can never lofe. And now, 
my Lord, 'tis time to leave my folly, and its danger — 
Fare you well. 

Ld. Geo. Hold, madam, our ihort account is not made 
even yet : yet your tears indeed might fool me into pity, 
but this unfair defiance never can : Since you wou'd 
poorly falfify your word, you've nothing but your fex to 

fuard you now ; .and all the favour that you now can 
ope is, that I'll give your virtue even its laft excufe, 
and force yon to be juft. 
La. Gent. Ah I 
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Enter Mrs, ConqueH *witb her fivord dratun. 

Mrs, Ccn, Hold, fir ! Unhand the lady. 
Ld. Geo, Death ! again ! \Dra*ws. 

Mrs. Con, My Lord, this is no place to ufe our fwords 
in ; this lady's pre fence may (heath 'cm. here without 
diihonoar. Your pardon, madam, for this rude intru* 
fion, which your protedlion, and my own injur'd honour 
have compcird me to. 

VA, Geo, Let me advife you, fir, to have more regard 
to this lady's honour, than to fuppofe my being ipno- 
cently here at cards, was upon the leall ill thought 
againll it. 

Mrs. Con, My Lord, that's anfwcr'd, in owning I 
have over-heard every word you have faid this half hour. 
Ld. Geo, The devil ! he loves her fare ! You arc to 

be found, fir 

Mrs. Con, Oh ! my Lord, I (hall not part with you ; 
but I have firft a meffage to you from my fiiler, which 
you muft anfwer inllantly : nv>t but f know her pride 
contemns the bafenefs you have us'd her with ; for which 
Ihc'd think, perhaps, your difappoinrment here an over- 
paid revenge : but there's a jealous honour' in our fa- 
mily, whoTe injuries are above the feeble fpirit of a girl 
to puniih ; that lies on me to vindicate, and calls for 
warmer reparation.— —Follow me. 

La. Gent, Good fir ! My Lord, I beg for pity's 

fake, compofe this breach feme milder way If blood 

fhou'd follow on your going hence, what muft the world 

report of me ? tvtj fame's undone for ever, Let mc 

intreat you, fir, be pacify*d ; My Lord will think of 
honourable means to right your filler My Lord, 

for mercy's fake 

Ld. Geo, Your pardon, madam, honour mufl be free 
before it can repair : cooipulfion (lains it into cowar- 
dice Away, fir 1 follow you. 

[Exeunt Lord George and Mrs, Con quell. 
La. Ger,t, Oh miferablc wretch ! To what a fure de- 
llruftion has thy folly brought thee ! 
Vol. IL N 
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Entir Sir Friendly Moral, 

,. .Sk/*r. t)ear madam, what's the matter?! heard 
Iii^h words within ; no harm, I hope ? 

La. (?M/. Murder, I fear, if notpi;evehted ; my Lord 

!,C forge an4 Sir John Conqueft \iz.ve quarrell'dj and are 
gone out this moment in their heat to end it. 
Sir /'r. How! 

,. La* Gent, I beg you, fir, go' after 'em; (hou'd there 

. be mifchief, the world will certainly report, from falfc 

' appearances, that I'm the caufe. 

Sir Fr. Don't think fo, madam ; 1*11 ufe my beft en- 
.deavour to prevent it; in the mean time, take heed 
your diforder don't alarm the company within. 
Which way went they ? 

La. Gent. That door. Sir. [Exit Sir Friendly.] Who'a 

..there? lEnter a Servant. \ Run quick, and fee if the 

garden-door in the Park be lock'd [Exit Servant, "] 

How llridl a guard Ihou'd virtue keep upon its inno- 
cei^Qej How dangerous, how faitKlefs are its lawful 
pleafures, when habitual ! This vice of play, that has, 
r fear, -undone me, appear'd at firft a harmlefs fafe 
amufement; but, dealing into habit, its greateft ha« 
ssards grew fo familiar, that even the face of ruin loft 
its terror to me. Oh reflexion ! How I fliudder at 
thee ! The fhameful, memory of what I have done this 
night will live with me for ever. 

Ee'enter Servant. 

Serv. Madam, the garden-door was wide open. 

La. Gent. Did you hear no noife or buftle in the 
Park? 

$erv. No, madam. ^ [Exit Servant. 

La. Gent. They're certainly gone oat that way, and 
%iT FrieifMy muft mifs of 'em-*— Oh wretch ! wretch 4 
that flood*ft the foremoft in the rank of prudent, happy 
wives, art how become the branded m;a'k of infamy and 
ihame» [E^it. 
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Tie Wifb's Resentmbnt* 291 

S C ]^ N E changes to the Park. 

Enter Lord George. 

Ld. Ge0. So, I think wcVe loit' the fellows that ob« 
^jicrv'd us ; and if ray gentleman's ftomach holds, now 

To at leiiu're to entertain him. I>6ath I Was 'ever glo^ 
,rious hope fo inveterately difappointed ? To bring her to 

the lafl flake ; to have her fatt upon my hook, nay, in 
,. X^y.iiand ; and, after all, to have her whip tlirough my 
. .fingers like an eel, was the very impudence of Fortune. 

■■ " I What ! not come yet ! He has not thought belter 

on't, I hope— —It's a lovely clear moon-^-i—^I'WXihU 
, doc« not imne through Ibmebjody prefently. 

Enter four Fellows at a diftance, 

\^EeU Stand clofe; foftly, and we have him— «— *— > 
..By your kave, iir. ' [7% felice him, 

lA.Geo, Sol here's like to be no li)orf to-night, 
then -l^m taken care of, I fee Nay, pray, gen- 
tlemen, you need not be fo boirterOus 1 am fenSble 

we are preyented. 

2d Feh Camn yourfenfe, fir. [Trips up his heels. 

likFeU iSlood, fir, make the leaft noife, I'll ftick you 
to the grpuhd. 

JL,d. Geo. I beg your pardon, gentlemen ; I find I am 
tniftaken ; 1 thought you had only come to preferve' my 
. perfon, but t find 'tis my purfe you have a paffiott for 
You're in the wrong pocket, upon my farth, fir. 

I ft FeU Pull off his breeches, make fure work; over 
\iU heels with 'em, that's the Ihorteft way, 

Ld. Geo. With fubmifiion, fir, there's a fhorter-— ■ 
and if you pull off my ]kia^ you won't find another fix- 
pence in the infide on't. 

idFel. Wfcat'iihisf 

Ld. Geo. Only a table^bpok ; you don't deal in paper^ 
I prefume ? 

ift FeL Rot your paper, fir, we'll truft no man! 
Money down's our bufinefs. 

N z 

Digitized byCjOOQlC 



^z ne Lady's Last Stake; or. 

Enter Mrs, Conqucft. 

Mrs. Con, How now> gentlemen^ what are you do- 
ing here f 

Ld. Geo. Only borrowing a little money, fir ; the gen- 
demen will be gone prefeiuly. 

I ft FeL Hark you, you baftardly beau, get about your 
iuiinefs— or lay hold on him, Jack- 

Mrs. Con, Me ! Rafcal Look you, dogs— — — 

releafc that gentleman quick Give him lus fword 

-ajrain this minute or^ [Pre/ents a ftftoL 

-Ld. Geo, And my money, I befeech you, fir. 

i^FeL Blood! Stand him. Jack, Five to one he 
'don't kill. The dog has a good coat on, and may 
have money in his pocket. 

zdFeL Drop your pillol, fir, or, fp ill my . blood ? Til 
Hick you. 

Mrs. Con. Do you brave me, villains ? — Have at you. 
IS/^e pre/ents, and mijjes fire. 

ift FeL Oh ho! Mr. Bully, have we met with you ? 

Come on, fir — there, fir, that will do, I 

l)elieve: \T'wo of them fecure Lord George, 

3d FeL What, is he down ? StHp him. 

\They fufi, fie falls, 

i^Fel, No, rot him, he's not worth it— — kt's 
brufh ofF. [E^it. 

Ld. Geo, Barbarous dogs ! How is it. Sir ? 

IAts, Con. I'm kiird I fear the wound's qnite 

through me. 

Ld. Geo, Mercy forbid ! Where is't ? 

Mrs. Con. Oh ! don*t touch me — I beg you call for 
help, or any one to witnefs that my laft words confefs 
you guiltlefs of this accident. 

Ld. Geo, This generous ^reproach has more than 
vanquilh'd me— I think "I fee a chair in the Mall 

■■ ' Chair ! chair ! '• — They come Believe me, 

iir, I have fo juil a fenfe of your raisf)rtune, and your 

honour, that my full heart now bleeds Nvith fbame to 

ink how grofly I have wrong'd you in your fitter's 



d by Google 



7he Wife's Resentment. .2-9^ 

goodnefs : but if you live, the future ftudy of my life- 
fhall be witK utmoft reparation to defcrvc your friend- 
flrip. 

Enttr Chaifmen. 

Chair. Here : Who calls chair ? 
Ld. Gea. Here, friend, help up this gentleman^ he'* 
wounded by fome foot-pads, tha: juft now fet upon us- 
Softly I Carry him to Sir William GentW% in 

Chair. 1 know it very well. Sir. 

VExeunt Chairmen nvith Mrs. Conqueft,. 
' Ld. Geo. Make hafte, whi!e I run for a furgeon* 
Death 1 how this misfortune fhocks and alters me 1 

The SCENE changes to Lady GentlcV. 

Enter Mi/s l^otMt. [Alone.'\ 

Mifs Not, So, my plot ta'ces, I find the family's in a 
terrible confufion : Sir John ha^ certainly caird him to 
an account for the letter I gave him— --If the town 
does not allow me the reputation of this quarrel I 

Iwwce very *hard fortune, —Lord! what a mortified 

creature will poor Mrs. Conqueft be when ihe hears, in 
the lonefome country, that her own brother has fought 
with ha- only lover for his offers of love to me ? Dear 
foul ! what muft it think, when fuch a raw unfit thing 
*« ^> K*vp» ^"C^ a great creature as Ihe fo unexpe^led a 
confufion ? She can't take it ill fure, if one ihould fmile 
when one {tts her next ! 

Enter to her Mrs. Hart (horn crying. 

Mrs. Hart/, Oh, dear madam ! fad news. 

Mifs Not. What's the matter ? 

Mrs. Hart/. My Lord George has kill'd Sir Johtr 
Conqueft, 

Mifs Not. Oh heavens! Upon what account i Art 
tee he's kill'd ? Didft fee him dead ? 
N3 
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Mn. Hart/. No, madam, he's alive yet:, they've 
juft brought him in a hackney chair ; but they fay the 
wound's quite through his body : Oh ! 'tis a ghaftly 
figh t 

Mifs Not* Malicious fortune ! Had it been t'other.'* 
late, I cou'd have borne it. l*o take from me the only 
life I ever really lov'd, is infupportablc. . 

' Mrs. Hart/. Won't your ladyihip go in and fee him, 
madam ? 

Mifs Not. Prithee leave me to my griefs alone. 

Mrs. Hart/. Ah ! poor gentleman m [Exit, 

Mifs Not. Pretty creature ! 1 mull fee him » ■ > btit 
it ihali be in ao undrefs— it will be proper, at leafl, . 
to give my concern the advantage of as much diforder 
as I can. [^**^, 

^be SCENE drawings iif covers Mrs. Con- 
qucft in an Aimfd-Chair^ with Lady Gentle, 
Lord Wronglove, Lady Wronglove, and 
Servants about ber. 

Mrs. Cffii. No furgeon yet ? 
.. Ld. JVrong. .Here's my Lord Giorgt^ and I believe the 
furgeon with him. 

Enter Lord George, ^/> Friendly, and Surgeon. 

Ld. Geo* Come, (ir, pray be quick, there's your jJa- 
tient. How is it, fir ? 

Mrs. Con, Oh ! 

Sir Fr, 'Twas not in my fortune, madam, to prevent 
this accident, [Te L'aay Gentle. 

SurM By your leave, fir Your coat mull come oflF, 

Sir. 

Mrs. Con. Hold! — Hark you. Sir. 

[jm/pers the Surzeon. 

Sur. I am furpriz'd indeed A woman! but aon> 

be uneaiy, madam, I fhall have all. due ragard to your 
fex. 

Omnes. A woman I 
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Ld. Geo. Ha! 

Mrs. C^. To raifc your wonder, ladies, equal to 
your pity, know then, I am not what I feem, the injur'd 
brother of Mrs. Conqueft ; but fhe, herfelf, the feeble 
champion of my own defpair. 

Ld. Geo. • Dirtraaion I 

La. Gent. Oh my fatal folly I what ruin art thou now 
thecaufeof? 

La. Wrong. Poor unhappy creature ! 

Ld. Wrong. What have you done, my Lord ? 

Ld. Geo. Oh blind befotted fenfe 1 Not by a thoo* 
fand pointing circuraflances to fore-know this fecret, 
and prevent its confcquence ! How (hall I look on 
her? 

Sur. No hopes, indeed. Sir. 

Sir Fr. Take heed Art fure 'tis mortal ? 

Sur. Sir, 'tis impofible fhe can live three hours :— — 
The beft way will be to convey the Lady "to bed, and 
let her take a large dofe of opium : all the helps I 
can give her, is the hopes of her going off in her 
fleep, 

L^. Gent. [Weeping'] Oh piteous cieature ! 

Ld* Wrong, A he^rt fo generous, indeed, deferv'd a 
kinder fate. 

I^d. Geo. [nronving hitnfjlfai Mrs. Conqueft*/ />«/.] 
Oh pardon, injur'd good n efs ! pardon the ungrateful 
follies of a thoughtlefs wretch, that burns to oe fori 

flven ! Cou'd I have e'er fuppos'd your generous foul 
ad {tt at half this fatal price my tenderell vows, how 
gladly lavifh had I paid 'em to deferve fuch virtue ! 

Mrs. Con. My death, my Lord, is not half fo terri- 
l^le, as the wide wound this rafh attempt muft give my 
bleeding reputation. ' ' ' 

Ld. Geo. To cure that virgin fear, this moment 

I conjure you, then, before your lateft breath forfake* 
vou, let the pronouncing prieft, in (acred union of our 
hands, unite our honour too, and in this full redudion 
of my vanquiih'd heart filence all envious queftionff oUt 
your fame for ever. ' . . .1,: .. 

N4 



d by Google 



2^6 The Lady's Last Stake; or^ 

Mrs. Con* *Twoa'd be, I own, an cafe in 4^at]i, to 
give me the excufc of dying hoixourably yours. 

Ld. Geo. My Lord> your chaplain*s near ; I beg he 
may be fcnt for. 

Ld. Wrong. This minute ■ ■ ■ ■■ 

La. Wrong, An honourable, tho' unfjrtunate amends. 

Mrs. Con, We have feen happier hours, my Lord ; 
but little thought our many chearful evenings wou'd have 
fo dark a night to end *em. 

La. Gent, Mournful indeed 1 

Ld. Geo. Ho»v gladly wou'd I pay do A'n future life ta 
purchafe back one paft, one fatal hour f 

lA\s,Con. Is'tpoffible! 

'LA,Geo. What!^ 

Mrs. Com The *world (hou'd judge, my Lord, fo 
widely of your heart, that only what was grofly fenfual 

cou'd afFed it : Now, Sir, [To Sir Friendly.] what 

think you ? With all this headftrong wildnefs of a 
youthful heat, one moment's thought, you fee, producet 
love, coti^paflion, tendernefs and honour: and now, my 
Lord, to let you fee 'twas not my intereft, but innocent 
revenge, thatjnade me thus turn champion to my fex's 
honour ; fince by this juft expofing the weaknefs of your 
inconllancy, I ha\e reduced you fairly to confefs the 
power cf honourable love ; I thus releafe you of the 
chain i" for, know, I am as well in health as ever. 

[Walks from the chair. 

Ld. Geo, Ha ! {Joyfully fur priv^d, 

Mrs. Con, And if the darling pleafures of abandon'd 
liberty have yet a moie prevailing charm, you nowagain 
are free; return and revel in the tranfport. 

Ld. Geo, Is there a tranlport under heav*n like this ? 

La. Gent. Oh bleft deliverance 1 

Ld. Wrong, Surprizing change ! 

La. Wrong, No wound nor danger then at laft ! 

Mrs. Con, All I all! in every circumftance I've done 
this night, my wound, the robbery, the Surgeon, (here's 
one can witnefs) all was equally diffembled as my per* 
fon. 
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' Ld. Geo. Is't poffible ? 

Ld. IVrong, The moft confummate bite, my Lord,. 
tbat ever happ^n'd in all the circumflances of human 
nature. 

Ld. Gio. Oh ! for a flrain of thought to out-do this 
fpiteful virtue. 

Ld. fVrtfttg, Why, faith, my Lord^ *twas fmartly 
handfome, not to cheat you inio marriage, when 'twas 
fo provokingly in her pt)wer. 

Mrs. Con. If you think it worth your revenge, my 

Lord Come ! for ome I '11 give your vanity leave 

to humble my pride, and laugh in your turn at the nota- 
ble flir I have made about you. 

Ld. Gf0. Since you provoke me then, prepare to 

ftart, and tremble at my revenge ^ 1 will not 

only marry thee this inftant, but the next fpiteful mo- 
ment infolently bed thee too, and make fuch ravenous 
havock of thy beauties, that thou ihalt call in vain for 
mercy of my power.* Ho ! within there I call the chap- 
tiaih. 

Mrs. Con, Hold, my Lord ! 

Ld. Geo, Nay, no refiftance by the tranfporting 

fury thou haft raisM, I'll do't. 

Mrs. C0«. This is down-right violence ■ ■ ■ My 
Lord Wronglo've {.Struggling. 

La. Wrong. Don't be concern'd, madam, he never 
does any harm in thefe fits. 

Mrs. Con. Have you no fhame ? 

Ld. Geo. By earth, feas, air, and by the glorioias im- 
pudence of fubftantial darknefs, I am fix'd ! 

Mrs. Con. Will no one help me ?— Sir Friendly ! 

Sir Fr. Not 1, in troth, madam, I think his revenge 
is a very honeft one. 

Ld. Geo. Confefs me viftor, or expeft no mercy : 
Not all the adamantine rocks of virgin coynefs, not all 
your trembling, fighs, prayers^ threats, promifes, or 
tears fhall fave you. Oh transport of devouring joy ! 

\Clofely embracing her.. 

Mrs. Con. Oh !— — ^Quarter ! Quarter 1 Oh fpare my 
perriwigl . • . 

Nj . 
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hA. Wrong. Vidtoria! Vi£l6rial Thc.toWa's Ourotvn. 

Sir Fr. Fairly won indeed, my Lord ! 

Ld. Gto. Sword.if) hand, by 7«/tf«-./— — And now^ 
madam, I put myfelf into garrifon for life. 

Mrs. Con^ Oh! that won't be lohg I'm fare; for 
you've almoft kill'd mc. 

. Ld. G^0. I warrant you, moderate exercife will bring 
you to your wind again. 

Mrs. Con. [AJide.] Well! people may fay what the/ 
will ; but upon fome occafions, an agreeable impudence 
laves one a world of impertinent conluiion. 

Ld. Geo, And now, madam, to let you fee you have 

as much fubdu'd my follies as my heart. Firft, let 

me humbly afk a prrJon for offences,. Here - 
[7*0 Lady Gentle} thefe fums, madam, I now muft owfi, 
to ferve my fhameful ends, were all unfairly won of y6u ; 
which £nce I never meant to keep, I thus reftore, and 
with *em give a friendly warning of your too mix'd a 
company in play* 

La« Gent* My Lord, I thank you— -and fhall hence* 
forth ftudy to defci-ve the providence that fav'd me— — 
.If I mifUke not too, I have fome bills that call for refli- 
tution. Here, [7*« Mrs, Con.] no one cou'd, I'm fuiy, 
be more concern'd to fend 'em» Friendfhips conceai'd 
are double obligations, 

Mrs. Con. I fent 'em to relieve you, madam ; butfince 
yottr danger has no farther need oi 'em<»r-^ , 

[Tt^estbe mit. 

Sir Fr. Now, child, I claim your'promife; here 
comes another of your fmall accounts that is not ma4e 
•p yet. 

AiM^Ccm. Fear not. Sir, I'll pay it to a fcruple. 

EtHif Mifs Notable ^eepingy in a Nigbi'dre/s, 

* Mifs Not. Oh Where's this mournful fight ! Your par* 
don, ladies, if my intruding tears confeu the weakncfs^ 
of a h^rmlefs paffion, that now 'twould be ungrateful to 
conce^ : Had 1 not tov'd too well, this £ftUl accident 
had never been* 
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Mrs. Con, Well ! don't be concern'd» dear madam* 
for the worft part of th^ accident is, that I am found at 
laft, it feems, to be no more fit for a wife, than as I told 
you» yoa were for a hufband. 

Mifs Not. Ha ! [In confuJUn. 

Mrs. Con, Not but I had fome thoughts of marrying^ 
yoa too ; then I ^ncy'd jrou'd foon be uneafy under the 
cold comforts of petticoats— fo— I don't know 
the good company has even perfuaded me to pull off* my 
breeclies, and marry Lord George, 

Mifs Not, Marry*d ! bafe man I Is this the proof of your 
indifference to Mrs Conqueft ^ \Afid* to Ld, George.^ 

Ld. Geo. *Tis not a proof yet indeed but I be- 

lieve I fhall XAMxy her to-night \ and then you know, myr 
life, I am in a fair way to it. 

Mifs Not, Jeer'd by him too f Pll lock myfelf up ia 
£>me dark room, and never fee the world again. {Exit. 

La. Wrong, \To Ld. Wrong.] Was flie, that creature 

then, the Utile wicked caufe of my difquiet ? How 

ridiculous have you made my jealoufy ? Farewel the 
lolly and the pain. 

Ld. Wrong. Farewel the caufe of it for ever. 

La. Gent. \To Sir Fr.] The Count, fay you,^ his accom* 
pUce ! How 1 tremble ! But I have done with it for life ;, 
iuch ruinous hazards need no fecond warning. 

Ld. Geo. I fancy, n uncle, I begin to make a venr ridi- 
culous figure here, and have given myfelf the air of more 
Ibofenefs than I have been able to come up to. 

Mrs. Con. Vm afraid that's giving yourfelf the air o£ 
more virtue than you'll be able to come up to.' ■» 

But however, fmce I can't help it^ 1 had as good truft 
you. 

Ld. Geo. And when I wrong that trad, m^y yoa de^ 
ccive me.' 

Sir fr. Andoiow a lafting happinefs to ail. 

[Coming forward t^ the auditncu- 

Let thofe that here^ at in a mirror ^ fee- 
•f bofe follies f and the dangers they have run. 
Be cheaply wa^n-d^ and think th^/e fcaffts thar 9fum^ 
N 6 
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King RICHARD IIL 



ACT I. 

SCENE a Xiariin in the Tower. 

£nUr Lieutenant ami Servant; 

Lieia. ^ TfAS Kiog Htnfy walk'd forth tUs morn^ 

* •■■ Z$rtt* No, Sir, bat itknear hbliQcir. 

hkut. At any time whei> y^u fee himhere^ 
Let no ftraifger into the garden ; 
I wou'd not have him ftar*d at— —See, who's that 
Now entVing at the gate ? ^ \KMcking^'wUbin^ 

Serv. Sir, fhe Lord iiMnltjf 

LiiMi. Leave me—— iSxst Serv^ 

Setter Lffrd SitOiUy. 

My noble Lord^ you^re welcome to the Tower ;. 
I heard. lad night you late arriv'd with news 
' Of Edwatd's vi^lory to his joyful queen. 

Stanley. Yes, Sir> and 1 am proud to be the man 
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That firft broaght home the lad of civil broils ; 
'* The houfcs now of Tork and Lantafter^ 
Like bloody brothers fighting for birth-right. 
No more ihall wound the parent that wou'd part 'em i 
Edtvard now fits fecure on England'' s throne. 

Lieut, Near Te^kfiury^ my Lord, I think they 
fought ; 
Has the enemy lod any men of note ? 

Stanley t Sir,, I was poUed home 
Ere an account was taken of che flain ; 
But as I left the field, a proclamation 
From the king was made in fearch of Edivard^ 
Son to your prifoner. King Henry the Sixth, 
Which gave reward to thofe difcoverM him, 
And him his life, if he'd furrender. 

Lieut, That brave youog prioce, I fear's unlike his 
father. 
Too high of heart to brook fabmiflive life : 
This will be heavy news to Henty*s ear. 
For on this battle's caft his all was fet. 

Stanley, King Henry and ill-fortune arc familiar ; 
He ever threw with an indifferent hand, 
But never yet was known to lofe his patience. 
How does he pafs the time in his confinement ? 

Lieut, As one whofe wifhcs never reach'd a crown j 
The king feems dead in him ■ but as a man 

He fighs fbmetimes in want of liberty : 
Sometimes he reads, and walks, and wiHies 
That fate had bleft him with an humbler birth. 
Not to have felt the falling from a throne. 

Stanley, Were it not poffible to fee this king ? 
They fay he'll freely talk with Edward'^ friends. 
And even treats them with refpeft and honour. 

Lieut, This is his ufual time of walking forth 
(For he's allow'd the freedom of the^gardcn) 
After his morning prayer; he feldom fails ; 
Behind his arbour we unfeen may (land 
A while to obfei^ve him. [They retire. 
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Enter King Henry in mourning. 

K. Henry. By this time the decifive blow is ftruck ; 
Either my queen and fon are blefs'd with vidory. 
Or J'm the caufe no more of civil broils. 
Wou'd I were dead, if Heav'n's good will were fo, 
for what is in this world but grief and care ? 
What noife and buf^Ie do kings make to find it? 
When life's but a fhort chace, our game content. 
Which moil purfu^d, is moft compel IM to fly ; 
And he that mounts him on the fwifteft hope. 
Shall often run his courfer to a (land ; - 
While the poor peafant from fome diilant hill, 
Undanger'd and at cafe, views all the fport. 
And {i:ts content take fhelter in his cottage. 
Stanley. He feems extremely mov'd. 
Lieut. Does he know you ? 
Stanley. No, nor wouM Thave him. 
Lieut. We'll (hew ourfclves. [TBey cme fornvard. 

K. Henry, Why, there's another check to proud am-' 
bition ; 
That man received his charge from me, and now 

I'm his prifoncr he locks me to my reft. 

Such an unlookM- for change who cou'd fuppofe. 
That faw him kneel to kifs the hand that rais'd him ? 
But that I fhou'd not now complain of, 
Since I to that, 'tis poffible, may owe 

His civil treatment of me. 'Morrow, Lieutenant ^ 

^Is any newa arriv'd ?— Who's that with you ? 
Lieut. A gentleman that came laft night expre/s 
From Te^-wkjhury,* We've had a battle. 

K. Henry, Comes he to me with letters, or advice ? 
Lieut. Sir, he's King Edivard^s officer, your fo^. 
K. Henry ^ Then he won't flatter me -You're wel- 
come, flr ; 
Not lefs becaufe you are King Ednvard^s friend. 
For I have almoll learn'd myfelf to be fo; 
Cou'd I but once forget I was a king, 
I might be truly happy, and his fubjcft. 
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YouVe gamM a battle 5 is't not & ? 

StanUy, We have, firj— how, wili reach your ear 
too fooD. 

R fiviry. If to my lofs, it can't too foon— ■ — pray 
{peak. 
For fear makes mifchief greater than it is. 
My queen I My fon f Say, fir, -are they living ? 

Stanley, Since my arrival, fir, another poft 
Came in, which brought lis word your queen and fbn 
Were prifoners now at Te^wfjiuy, 

£• Henry, Heaven's will be done I The hunters have 
*em now, 
And I have only fighs and prayers to help *em. 

Stanley, King MdivarJ, fir, depends upon his fword^ 
Yet prays heartily, when the battle's won j 
And foldiers love a bold and a^live leader. 
Fortune, like women> will be clofe purfu'd : 
The En^lifif are high mettled, fir, and 'tis 

No cafy part to fit 'cp well King Edward 

Feels their temper, and 'twill be hard to throw him. 

K. Htnty. Alas ! 1 thou^t ^em mep« a;id rather 
hop'd. 
To win their heaM by mildnels than feverity* * 
My foul was never form'd for cruelty : 
In t^y eyts juflice has feem'd bloody 1 
When on the city gates I have beheld 
A traitor's quarters parching in tl^ fup. 
My bjood has turn'd with horror at thq fight j 
I took 'em down, and bury'd with his limbs 
The memory of the dead man's deeds— ^perhap*^ 
That pity made me look lefs terrible. 
Giving the mind of weak rebellion fpirit ; 
For kiogs are put in truft for all mankind^ 
And when themfelves ^ake injuriesy who is fafe ? 
If fo^ I have deferv'd thefe frowns of fortune. 

JSfltw $erv4n/m 

S^rv, Sir, here's a gentleman brings ^ \varraat 
Fqi his accefs to King Henry $ prefence% 
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Stanley. His bufmefs .may require your privacy ; 
I'll leave you, fir, wifhing you all the g^d • 
That can be wi(h'<t not'wforfginghim i ferve* 

K. Henry, Fai^wel I [Ekeuwi. 

Wh6 cart this b^ ! A fudd^ coWnefey 
Like the damp hand of death, has feiz'd mylin^s } 
I fear fointf hea^'ncv^ t 

Enitr LieuMfiantv 

Who is it, good tieuUHam? 

Lieut. A gentfetoan; fir^ ffOirt Tt^wkfiufy^ :^ ' he-' 
fecms 

A melancholy mcflenger for when I afk/d 

What news, his anfw^l' was a deep^etchM figk s 

I wou'd not urjfe hitiv, but I fear 'tb f4lai, [£*•>.- 

EnH^l^tt^A in mimrnik}j\ 

K. ^ftry\ Pfftai, indeed ! hii brow*s the titlc-pagB, 
That fpeaks the nature of a tragic volume. 
Say, friend, how does my queen ? my fon ? 
Thou trembleft, andthe whitcnefs of thy cheek 
Is apter than thy tongve to tell the errand* 
Ev'n ftich a rtian, fo faint, fo fpiritlefs. 
So dull, fo dead in look, fo woe-be-gonc. 
Drew Priam\ curtain in the dead of night. 
And wou'd have told him half his ^rcy was burn'df 
But Priam fouiid the ktt ere he his tongue. 
And I my poor fon's death ere thou re^at'ft it. 

Now wouldft thou fay, your icm did thus and tku8» 

And thus your queen ; fo foogfht the valiant Oxford^ 
Stopping my ereedjy €ar twh their bold deeds ; 
But m the end, {tot fto»^ my ear indeed) 
Thou haft a figh, to blow away this praie. 
Ending with qoeet^ a^d fon, and aH are dead i 

Tref. Yotrr queen yet Xtn&^4 and many of your friends^ 
But for my lord ^fm fOA ' ■ ■'■ 



d by Google 



308 . The TrmgicMl Htftotj •/ 

K. Henry. Why, he is dead ! Yet ^»eak» I charge 

thee! 
Tell thoa thy mafter his fafpicioa lies, 
And 1 will cake it as a kind difgrace. 
And thank thee weil for doing me fuch wrong. 

Trff. Would it were wrong to fay; but. Sir, your 
fears are true. 

K. Henry. Yet for all this, fay not my Son is dead, 

Tref. Sir, 1 am forry 1 muft force you to 
Believe, what wou'd. lo heaven I had not feen : 
Bat in this lall battle near Trwkfiury, 
Your fon, whofe adlive fpirii lent a fire, 
Ev'n to the dullell pea fan t in oar camp, 
Stil! made his way where danger ilood to oppofe him* 
A braver youth of more courageous, heat, 
f^t^cT fpurr*d his courfer at the trumpet's found. 
But who can ruje the ^noertain chance of war i 
In fine, king Ed^ward won the bjoody field. 
Where both your que^n and fon were inade his pri/a-- 
ners. 

K. Hinry. Yet hold ! for oh I this prologue lets me 
in 
To a mod fatal Tragedy to come* 
Dy*d he a prifoner, fay ft thou i how ? by grief? 
Or by the bloody hands of thofe that caught him ? 

Tn/. After the fight, Edward in triumph alk*d 

To fee the captive prince the prince was brought^ 

Whom Edward roughly chid for bearing arms ; 
A (king what reparation he cou'd make 
For having flirr'd his fucjeds to rebellion ? 
Your fon, impatient of i'uch taunts, reply'd. 
Bow like a fubjed, proud, ambitious Tork, 
Whik I, now fpeaking with xny father's mouth, 
Propofe the felf-fame rebel words to thee. 
Which, traytor, thou wouldft have me anfwer to : 
From thefe more words arofe ; till in the end 
King Edward fweird with what th' unhappy prince 
At iuch a time too freely fpoke, his gauntlet 
In his young face with indignation (buck ; 
At which, crook'd Richard, Clarence, and the reft. 
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Bory'd their fatal da^^rs in hi^ heart. 
'In bloody date I faw him on the earth. 
From whence with life he never more fprung up. 

K. Henry, Ohi hadftthou ftabb'd, at every word'* 
deliverance. 
Sharp poniards in my flelh while this wa5 told. 
Thy wonnds had given lefs anguiih than thy words. 
Oh ! heav'ns, methinks I fee my tender lan\b 
Gafping beneath the ravenous wolves fell gripe ! 
But fay, did all — did they all ftrike him, fay'ft thou ? 
Trejf, All, Sir ; but the firfl wound duke Richard 

gave. 
K. Henry. There let him flop! be that hislaftofills ! 
ph barbarous aft ! unhofpitable men ! 
Againft the rigid laws of arnis to kill him ! 
Was't not enough his hope of birth right gone. 
But mull your hate be levell'd at his life? 
Nor cou'd his father's wrongs conttnt you ? 
Nor cou'd a father's grief diffuide the deed? 
You have no children — (butchers if you had) 
The thought of them wou'd fure have ftirr'd remorfe. 
Tre/. Take comfort. Sir, and hope a better day. 
K. Henry, Oh ! who can hold a fire in his hand, 
By thinking on the frofty Caucn/us P 
Or wallow naked in Decemhtr\ fnow. 
By hare remembrance of the fummer's heat ? 

Away by heaven \ fhall abhor his fight 

Whoever bids me be of comfort more 1 
Jf thou wilt foothe my forrows, then I'll thank thee ; 
Ay ! now thou'rt kind indeed ! thefe tears oblige me. 
Tref, A!as ! my Lord, I fear more evils towards yoo. 
K. Henry. Why, let it come, 1 fcarce 'fhall feel it 
now. 
My t)re/ent woes have beat me to the ground ; 
And my hard fate can make me fall no lower. 

What can it be ? .- Give it its ugliell Ihape ?— — • 

Oh my poor boy ! 
Tief. A word does that ; it comes in Gl6*fler's form. 
K. Henry. Frightful indeed I Give me the worll that 
threatens. 
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Tref. After the murder of your foo, , ftcm tiiehmd^ 
As if unfated with the Woaads he had.given, 
With.unwalh'd hands went. from his friends ia hafie* 
* And being afic'd by Clartnu of the caufe. 
He, low'ring, cry'd. Brother, I muft totheTow^r; 
I've bufiseft there ; excofemeto^theking; 
Before fou reach the town, exped ibmenews : 
This faid, he vaiiiih*d*-^*and I hear's arriv'd. 

K. Henry. Why then the period Of my. woes is fet| 
For ills but thought by him, are half perform.'d« 

Enttr Lieutenant^ woith an order. 

Lieut. Forgive me, fir, what I'm compelled t'^ey. 
An order for your, clofe confinement. 

K. Henry. Whence comes it, good Lieutenant f 

Lieut. Sir, from the Duke of Glo'fier. 

K. Henry. Good-night to all then I I obey it ; 
And now, good friend, fuppofe me on my death- bed j 
And take of me thy laft, fliort living leave. 
Nay, keep thy tears till thoa had feen me dead : 
And when, in tedious wkiter nights> with good 
Old folks thou fitt'il up late 
To hear 'em tell the difmal tales 
Of times longpaft, ev'n now with. woe lememberM^ 
Before thou bidd'il good- night, to quiet their grief. 
Tell thou the lamentable fall of me, 
And fend thy hearers weeping to their beds, \Exmnt. 

Enter Glo'fter* 

Clo^ft. Now are our brows hound j^ith. yid|[orious 
wreathes ; 
Our ftern alarms are changed to merry meetings \ 
Our dreadful marches to delightful mieafures : 
Grim- vifagM war has fmoothM his wrinkled front, 
And now, inftead of mounting, barbed ftceds. 
To fright che fouls of fearful adverfaries, 
He capers nimbly in a hidy's chamber, 
To the lafcivious pleafmg of a lute : 
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But I, that am not fhap'd for fportiVe tricks ; 

I, that am curtail'd ©f man'ft fair pfoportion. 

Deform 'd, unfinifh'd, fent before my time 

Into this breathing world, fcarce half made up> 

And that ib lamely and unfafhionable, 

Thar do^s bark at me as I halt by *efti ! 

Why I, m this weak piping time of peace. 

Have no delight to pafs away my hours, 

Unlefs to fee my Ihadow in the fun. 

And defcant on my own deformity ! 

Then iince this earth affords no joy to me. 

But to command, to check, and o'erbear fuch 

As arc of happier perfon than my{^\f; 

Why then to me this relllcfs world's but hell. 

Till this mifhapen trunk's afpiring head 

Be circled in a glorious diadem ! 

But then 'tis fixM on fuch a height ; oh ! I 

Muft ftretch the ntmoft reaching of my foul. 
I'll cKmb betimes, without remorfe or dread. 
And my firil ftcp fhall be on Henry' ^ head. {Bxit. 

SCENE, a cbamher in the Towen 

King Henrf Jheping, 
Enter Lieutenant* 

Lieuu Aflccp fo foon ! but forrow minds no feafons j 
The morning, noon, and night with her's the fame. 
She's fond o? any hour that yields repofe. 

K, Henry. Who's there ? Lieuunant / Is it you? Come 
hither. 

Lieut. You ihake, my lord, and look affrighted. 

K. Henfy. Oh ! I have had the fearfull'it dveam ! 
Such fights. 
That, as live, 

I wou'd not pafs another hour fo dreadful, 
Tho' 'twere to buy a world of happier days* 
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Reach me a book-r PIl try if reading can 

Divert thefe melancholy thoughts. 

Enter Glo'fter. 

Glo'Jl. Good day, my Lord : what, at your book fo 
hard? 
I difturb you. 

K. Henry, You do, Indeed. 

Glo^fl. Friend, leave us to ourfelves, we muft confer. 

K. Henry. What bloody fcene has Ro/cius now to aft ? 

\^Exit Lieutenant. 

Glo^ft. Sufpicion always haunts the guilty mind : 
The thief does fear each bulh an officer. 

K. Henry. Where thieves without controlment rob and 
kill. 
The traveller does fear each bu(h a thief: 
The poor bird that has been already lirnM, 
With trembjing wings mifdoubts^ of every bu(h ; 
And I, the haplefs male to one fweet bird. 
Have now the fatal objeft in my eye 
By whom my young one bled, was caught and kill'd. 

Glo*ft. Why, what a peevifli fool was that of Crete, 
That taught his fon the office of a fowl. 
And yet fcr all his wing^ the fool was drown'd : 
Thou fhouMft have taught thy boy his prayers alone. 
And then he had not broke his neck with climbing. 

K. Henry. Ah ! kill me with thy weapon, not thy 
words ; 
, My breaft can better brook thy dagger's point. 
Than can my ears that piercing ftory ; 
But wherefore doft thou come ? Is't for my life ? 

Glo'ft. Thiiik'ft thou [ am an executioner ? 

K. Henry. If murdering innocents be executing, 
Then thou'rt the worll of t xecutioners. 

Ghyi. rhy fon 1 kill'd for his prefumption. 

K. lunry. Hadll thou betn killM when firft thou didft 
prefume. 
Thou hadft not liv'd to kill a fon of mine : 
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But thoa wert born to maflacre maiokind. 

How many old mens iighs and widows 'moa&Jy 

How many orphans water-itandiiig tyw. 

Men for their Tons, wivefi for th^ir hufbands fate^ 

And children f^ their parents timeUfft death. 

Will rnc the hour that ever thou wert born ? 

The owl fhriek'd at thy birth, an. evil £gn { . . ^ . 

The night-crow qy'd* foreboding lucklefs time ; 

Dogs h^wrd> and hideous tempers ihook dowa trees ; 

The raven rook'd her on the; chimney's top« 

And chattering pies in difmal difcord fun^ ; 

Thy mother felt more than a mother's pain» . 

And yet brought forth lefs than a mother's hope* 

Teeth hadft thou in thy head, when thou wert born. 

Which plainly faid, thou cam'fl: to bite mankind; 

And if the refl: be true that £ have heard, 

I hou cam'ft * 

Glo*ft, ril hear no more— ——die, prophet, in thy 

.fpeech- • , * 

For this amongft the reft was I ordain 'd. [Siaht him. 

K. Henry. Oh! and for much more. flaughter after 
this; 
Juft Heav'n forgive my fias, and pardon thee* [Z)/«, 

Gloft. What ! will the afpiring blood o^ Lancajler 

Sink in the ground? ——I tnought it woa'd haw 

mounted. 
See how my fword weeps for the poor King's diath. 
Oh, may Aich purple tears be always Ihed 
From thofe that wifh the dpwnfal of our houfc. 
If any fpark of life be yet remaining, 
Down, down,' to hell, and fay I Cent thee thither, 
I that have neither pity, love, nor fear ; 
Jndeed, 'tis true, what Henry told me of ; 
For I have ofien heard my mother (ay, 
Lcame into the world wich my legs forward ; 
The midwife wonder'd, and the women cry'd. 
Good Heaven blefs us ! he is bom with teeth ! 
And fo I was ; which plainly fignified * 
That I (hou'd fnarl and bite, and play the dee. 
Then fince the Heiv^ns havefhap'd mybodvia. 

Vol, II. O 
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Let Hell make orook'd my mind to anrwer itr; 
I have Jio brother, 1 am no brocher» 
And this word Lovis which grey- beards call dtriiiet 
l3e refidoAt in men like one another. 
And not in ine-*-^! am^-^^myfelf alone. 
Clarincty beware, thoa keep'ft me from the light ; 
fiat if I fail not in ny deep intent, - " • 
Thou'ft not another day to live ; which done, 
HetiV'n take the wealrKing Edward to hi»meref. 
And leave the world for me to bnftle in. 
But foft^'m fliaring fpoii before the field is won. 
Clarence ilill breathes, Hivu^ard lia^ lives and reign!(« 
Wjien tbey are gone, then I mnft count my gains. 

ACT IL 

5 C E N E, St. PanVs. 

Enter Trcffel, meeting Lord Stanley. 

Tre/, TV yr Y Lord, your fervant ; pray, what brought 
IVX you to St. Paul's ? 

Stanley. I came amongft the crowd to fee the corpfe 
Of poor King Henrys 'tis a difmal fight: 
But yefterday I faw him in the To<ii}er ; 
His talk is ftill fo frefh within my memory^ 
That I could weep to think how Fate has us'dliim* 
I wonder wherc's Doke Richard's policy 
•in fufFering him to lie cxpos'd to view ; 
Can he believe that men will love him for*t ? 

Tre/l Oh yes^ Sir, iove him, as he loves his br#- 
tbers« 
When was you with King Rdiveird^ pray, my Lord^ 
J hear he leaves his food, is melancholy, 
Aod his phyficians fear him mightily. 
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StMtlef^ *Tis choaght he'll fcarce reeover* 
Shall we to court, and hear more news of him ? 

Tref, I am oblig'd to pay attendance here : 
The Lady Jnns has licence to remove 
King Henry's corpfe to h€ interred at Chtrtfej ; 
iind I'm engag'd to follow her. 

Stanltf^ Mean yoa King /f^f/rrjp's^ daughter- in-law i 

Tref. The fame^ Sir« widow to the Ute Prince Etk 
^ward. 
Whom Glower kill'd at Te^kjhury. 

Stanley, Alas 1 poor lady, fhe's feverely tts'd ; 
And yet I hear Richard attempts her love : 
Methinks, the wrongs he*as done her might ^eourag^ 
him. 

Tref. Neither thofe wrongs, nor his own ihape caa 
fright him : 
He fent for leave to viiit her this morning. 
And fhe was forced to keep her bed to avoid hitii : 

But fee, ihe is arriv'd. Will you along 

To fee this doleful ceremony ? 

Stanley. I'll wait on you. {Exeunf. 

Enter Glo'ftcr. 

Gloy. 'Twas her excufc to avoid me.— ~Alas! 
She keeps no bed* 

She has health enough to progrefs as far as Qhertfey^ 
The' not to bear the iight of me. 

I cannot blame her 

Why, Love forfwore me in my mother's womb. 
And, for I fhoold not deal in his foft laws. 
He did corrupt frail Nature with a bribe, 
* To fhrink my arm up like a wither'd Ihrub, 
To make an envious mountain on my back. 
Where fits deformity to mock my body j 
Ta ftiape my legs of an unequal fize. 
To difproporiion me in every part. 
And am I then a man to be belov'd ? 
Oh monftrous thought! more vainthaa my ambition. 

O 2 
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2nter Lie a ten ant haftily, 

Lieut. My Lord, I beg your Grace 
•Glo^ft. Be gone, fellow ! Tm not at leifure. 
Lieut. My Lord, the King your brother's taken ilL 
GIo'^, Vl\ wait on him; leave me, friend. 
Hal £^w/?r^ taken ill ! 
' Wou*d he were wafted, marrow, bones and all, 
That from his loins no more young brats may rife 
To crofs me in the golden time I look for. 

5CENE drawsj and difccvers Lady Anne 
in Mournings Lord Stsinky^ Treffel, Guards, 
4ind Bearers, wUb King HcriryV Body. 

But fee 1 my Love appears*— Look where fhe Ihines^ . 
Darting pale luflre, like the (ilver moon. 
Thro' her dark veil of rainy forrow ! 
$0 mourn 'd the dame oi Ephe/us her love ; . 
And thos the foldier, arm'd with reiblution. 
Told his foft tale, and was a thriving wooer. 
*Tis true, my form perhaps' may little move her. 
But IVe a tongue (hall wheedle with the Devil : 
Yet hold^ fhe mourns the man that 1 have kill'd. 
Hrft let her forrows take fomc vent — ftand here, 
ril take her paiTiOii in its wain, and turn 
1 his (Voim of grief to gentle drops of pity 
Fcr his repentant murderer. [He retires. 

La. Afine. Hung be the heav'ns with black, yield day 
to night, 
Comets importing change of times and dates, 
Brandifti your fiery ire/l'es in the Iky, 
And with them fcourge the bad revolting ftars 
That have confented to King Henrfs death. 
Oh, be accurfl the hand that flied his blood, 
Accurft the head that had the heart to do it ; 
More direfal hap beiide that bated wretch. 
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Thair T can wifli to wolves, to fpidcrs, toads. 
Or any creeping venom*d thing that lives ; 
If ever he have wife, let her he made 
More miferable by the life of him. 
Than I am now by Etf^wafd^s death and thine. 

Glo^ft. Poor girl, what pains ihe takes to curfe her- 
felf. .[#^'-. 

La. Anne. If ever he have child, abortive be it, 
Frodis^ioas and untimely brought tolighr, 
Whofe hideous form, whofe moil unnatural 9 fpe£t 
May fright the hopeful mother at her view, . 
And that be heir to his unhappinefs. 
Now on 10 Chert/ey with your facred load. 

Clo'Jf. Stay, you that bear the coarfe, and fet it 
down. 

La. Jnne. What black magician conjures up tMt 
fiend. 
To flop devoted charitable deeds ? 

Glo]ft. Villains, fet down the coarfe, or by St. Paul^ 
ril make a coarfe of him that difobeys. 

Guard. My Lord, (land back, and let the coffin pafs. j 

Glo*Jfm Unmanner'd flave I ftand thou whea I com- | 

mand. 
Advance thy halbert higher than my bread. 
Or, by St. Panl, I'll ftrike thee to my foot. 
And (purn upon thee, beggar, for ihy boldnefs. 

La. Anni. Why doft thou haunt him thus, un&ted 
fiend ? 
Thou hadfl but power over his mortal body. 
His foul thou canft not reach, therefore be gone. 

Ghy. Sweet faint, be not fo hard, for charity. 

La. Anne* If thou delight to view thy heinous 
deeds, 
Behofd this pattern of thy butcheries. 
Why didft thou do this deed ? Cou'd not the laws 
^ Of man, of nature, nor of Heaven difluade thee f . 

No beaft fa fierce, but knows fome tquch of pity. 

Glc'Ji. if want of pity be a crime fo hateful. 
Whence is it thou, fair exceJlcnce, art guilty ? 

Lft. Anne. What means the flandertr ? 

O J I 
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Qlo^ft. Vouchfafc, divine perfcdlion of awomaft» 
Of thefe my crimen fuppos'd, to give me leave 
By circuxnftance, but to acquit myfelf. 

La. Anne^ Then take that fword, whofe bloody poin| 
ftill recks 
With Henry\ life, with my lov'd Lord's young Ei^ 

And here let out thy own, to appeafe their ghofls* 

Glo^. By fuch dcfpair, I ftiou'd accule jnyfelf. 

La. Anne. Why, by defpairing only canll thou ftand 
excus'd } 
Didft thou not kill this king ? 

GU^ft. I grant ye. 

La. Jn/a. Oh! he was gentle, loving* mild, and 
virtaotts ; 
Bnt he's in heaven, where thou canll never come. 

Gloft. Was I not kind to fend him thither then ? 
He was much fitter for that place than earth. 

Lft. Anui% And thou unfit for any place but hell* 

Clo^ft. Yes, one place el f e- if thou wilt hear mt 
name it. 

La. Attni. Some dungeon. ^ 

' Gloyf.' Your bed-chamber. 

La. Anne. Ill reft betide the chamber where thou 
lay'ft. 

Gfo'^. So it will, madam, till I lay in yonra . 

La. AtMie^ I hope fo. 

GIo% I know io. But, gentle Lady Amu^ 
To leave this keen encounter of our tongues. 
And fall to fomething a more ferions method | 
h not the caufer of the untimely deaths 
Of thcfc FiantagiHits^ Htnry and Edward^ 
As blameful aa the executioner? 

La. Anne. Thou wert the caufe, and moft accursed 
elFca.- 

Gk*fi. Your beauty was the caufe of that efied j 
Your beauty ! that did haunt me in my fieep. 
To undertake the death of all the worldj^ 
So I might live one hour in that foft bofom ! 

La. Anfu. If I thought that, I tell thee, homieide. 
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' T&ftfe ^umds. ihou'd rend thai beauty horn my cheeks. 
Glo'ft. Thefe tyts coii^d not endure that beauty's 
wreck. 
You (hou'd not blemiih it, if I flood by; 
As all the world is nouriih'd by the fun. 
So I by that-*—- 4t is my day ! my life ! 

La. Amme, I wou'd it were, to be reveng'don thee. 
G/o^. It is a quarrel moft unnatural,. 
To wifli revenge on him that loves thee; 

La. Anne. Say rather 'tis my dnty. 
To feek revenge on him that kill'd my hufband* . 
Glo'ft. Fair creature, he that kill'd thy hulband. 
Did it to-T— «Uieh> thee to a better hul>and. 
La. Anm. His better . does not breadie spbn t&e 

earth. 
G/pyf. He Hv88 that loves thee better than Jie cou'd. 
La. Amu* Name him. 
; GU% PimiageMit. i 

La. Jtttum Why that was he. 
Clo^Jt. The felf^ame xiame> but one* of ibfler na- 
ture. 
La. Aum. Where is he F 
Clt^ft. Ah ! take more pity in thy eyvs^ and fee hltn 

•——here. 
La. Amu* Wou'd they were bafili&s to ftrike thee 

dead, 
G!o*ft. I wou'd they were that 1 4;&ight die at once. 
For now they kill me with a living death i - 
Dartiag with^ cruel aim defpair atfd love^ 
I never fu'd to friend or eniemy ; 
My tongue cou'd never Jeam fwcet fmoothiog worda ; 
But now thy beauty is propos'd my fee, • ^ 

My proud heart fues, aind prompts my tongue to 
ipeak. 
La. Anne, Is there a tongue on earth can (peak for 
•hee? -.. . . 

Why doft thou court my hate ? 
Tre/. Where will this end ? She frowns upon'' hira 
y«. ^^. . 1 . . ,-.: 

04 
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Stanley* Bot yet fhe hears' him in her frown y ■ . . < 
I fear him. 

Glo'ft. Oh teach not thy fuft lip fuch cold con-> 
tempt ■■■ 
^ If thy relentlef^ heart cannot forgive^ 
X'O, here I lend thee this iharp-pointed fword. 
Which if thou pleafe to hide in this true breaft. 
And let the honeft foul out that adores diee, 
I lay it naked to the deadlyHroke, 
And humbly beg that death upon my knees. 

La. Anm. What fhall i fay or do ? Dire£^ me^ 
JHcav'n! • 
When ftones weep« fure the tears are naturali 
And HeavcD itfelf infb-uAs us to ^rgiTC^ 
When they do flow from a Hncere repentance. 

Gio'Ji. iNay, do Hot paafe, for I.did kill King H/JV17, 
But 'twas thy wond'rous beauxy did provoke me ; 
Or, now> difpatch — 'twas I that dabb'd young Rdtwurd, 
But 'twas thy heavenly.face that let me on ; 

And I mighrftill pcrfift <fo:ftBbbom is ^ 

My temper) to rejoice at what I've done ; 
But that thv powerful tye$ (as roaring 'hz» ' 

, Obey tbex:hanges of the moon) have turn'd 
My hearty and made it flow with penitence. 
Take up tb^ fword agaio^.or take up m/e. 

[Sbt drops thi/iuord. 

La. Jtme. No» tho' I wifli thy death, 
I will not be thy executioner* 

Glo'ft. Then bid me kill myfelf, and I will do it. 

La. Anne. I have already. . 

' Gh'ft* That was in thy rage : 
Say it a^in, and even y/ixk thy word. 
This guilty^handt ^hat robb'd thee of thy Jove, 
Shall, for thy love, revenge thee on thy Iovfi|» • 
To both their deaths ihalt thou be acceifary. 

Tref, By Heav'n I fhe wants the heart to bid hixn 
do't. ' 

Swanky. What thinks. you now, Sir ? 

Trejf. I'm ftrucki I fcarce can credit what I fee. 
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Stanley, Why, yoa fee— —a woman. 

Tref. When fatore chronicles fhall fpeak of this, 
Ttey will be thought romance, not hiftoiy. 

Glo^ft. What not a word to pardon or condemn 
me ?• 
Bat thou- art wife— -and canft with iilence kill me* 
Yet ev'n in death my fleeting foul purfues thee $ 
Dafh not the tears of penitence away ; 
I a& bat leave t'indulge my ^cold defpair ; ^ 

By Heav*n I there's joy in this extravagance > 

Of woe— *tis melting, foft, *tis pleaiing ruin. 
Oh! 'tis too mach, too much for life to bear 
This aching tendernefs of thoueht. 

La. Anne, Wou*dft thou not olame me to forgive thy 
crimes ? 

Glq^Ji. They're not to be forgiven ; no, not even 
Penitence can atone 'cm— —Oh mifery - . , ^ 

Of thought I that ftrikes me with at once repentance 
And defpair— Tho' unpardon'd, yield me pity. 

La. Anne, Wou'd I knew thy hean. 

Gh^ft. 'Tis figur'd in my tongue. -' 

La. jinne. I fear me both are faife* » ^/ 

Glo^ft, Then never man waa true. un . 

La. Anne, Put up thy fword. . ^ ^ 

Gyfi, Say then, my peace is made. 

La. Anne, That thou (halt know hereafter. 

GWft, But fhall I live in hope ? , . • i 

La. Anne, All men, I hope, Hv0 fo. /i 

Glo^ft, I fwear, bright faint, I am .not what I wat. ^ >> 
Thofe eyes have tum'd my fiabborn heart to woihanj;> ^^ 
Thy goodnefs xsakA% me foft in penitence, . ' « -O 
And my harfh thoughts are turned to peace and love.* . ^^ 
Oh! if thy poor devoted fcrvant might \ 

But beg one favpur at thy gracious hand, ^ 

Thou wou'dfl confirm his happinefs for ever. 

La. Anne, What is'i ? 

Glo^ft. That it ;nay pleafe thee, leave thefe fad do« 
figns 
To him that has moft caufe to be a mourner, 
Andprefently repair to Qrofiy houfe ; . '. i 

OS 
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Where after I have folemnly interred 
At Cbnt/ey monaft'ry this injar'd King, 
And wet hu grave with my repentant tears, 
liViiU with all expedient duty fee you : 
For divers unknown reafons, I befeech you 
Grant sae this favour. 

La. Jfmim I do, my Lord«-and much it j<^ me toa 
To fee you are become fb pepitent. 
Treffkl and BerkL^f go -along wich me. 
Glo'Jf. Bid me farewel. 
La. jintte, 'Tis more than you deiervej: 
But ilnce yon teieh me how to flatter youy 
Imagine I have faid farewel already. ^Exst^ 

Gjmti/. Toward Cbtrtfey^ my Lord ? 
Gle'ft. No^.to Wbiti'Fryars — there attend my comings 
. [Exeutft Guards nuiib ike BhIj^ 
Was ever woman *in this humour woo'd ? 
Wa5:eittt womaa in this humour won } 
V\\ have her» but 1 will not keep her long. 
Wh^t! I that kiH'dhefhuA>and and her father. 
To take her in her heart's extreme^ hate. 
With curfes in her mouth, teara in her eyes, 
Tha bleeding witnefs of my hatred by. 
Having Heav'n, her couioence, and thefe bars agaiai^ 

me» 
And I no friends to hack mv fnit withal. 
But the plain devil, and di£»mb]uig looks'! 
And yet to win her ! all the world to nothing 1 
Can Ac aba& her beauteous eye» on me, 
Whpfe all not equals Ednumr^l 's moiety ? 
On me* that halt> and am mifliapen thus I 
My doked^m to a widow's chaflity* 
I do miftake my perfon all this while : 
Upon my lifea ihe finds, altho' I cannot^ 
Myfelf to be a marvellous proper man. 
I'll have my chambers lin'd with kx>king-glal^ jt 
And entertain a fcore or two of taylors> 
To ftudy fa(hions to adorn my body : 
Since I am crept in ^Eivonr with myfelf, 
I will maintain it with fiNue Utile ooft % ^ '^ 
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Jot firll, V\\ turn St. Mshrry to his grave. 

And then return lamenting to my love« 
Shine oat, fair fan, till f fatute my gtafi. 
That I may fte my &adow as I pafs. {Exit. 

SCENE, the Trefmcu 

Enter Bnckinghisi Ai;^'^, jimiHmg Lord Stanley; ; 

Muck. Did you fee the Dake ? 

Stanley. What Dukey my I^ord ? 

Buck, His Grace of Gio^Jier^ did you fee him ? 

StakUy. Not lately, my Lord -^ I hope, noili^ news. 

Buck, The worfl that heart e'er bore, or tongue can. 
utter, 
Edward the King^ his. royal hrother'sr.dead i 

Stanley, f Tis fad. indeed ■ ■ I wtfii by ytmst impa* 
tienc6 .1 ' . . 

To acquaint him thd^, you JthSnk it fo to hpn t [Jfiek^ 
Sid the King^ my Lord, miike any mention 
Qf a Prote^M* for his crown and chiidicn?. 

Buck. He did" .■ ■!■ » i . D qke JUcUrd Hm ^e cart of"" 
both. . , .. 

Stanley. That fad news yon are afraid to tell hint too. 
^ ' ^^ ^ » ^ [Jfife. 

Buck. He'll fpare no toil, Vm fure, to fill his place. 

Stbnlejr. Pray Heaven' he's not toct diligfiiit, ''{Jfide. 
My Lordj-^is not that the Dntchefi) ofTir^ 
The King's mother, coming, I fear, to vffit him^ 

BucL 'Tls fhe — little thinking what has befaiPii us.. 

Eiiter Dtttchefi ef York. < 

<* '■ • 

'Bvit.ii ITdrk- Good day, my Lords i, how tkkes th^ 

Kinghis-rei7 
Buck. Alas ! madami, too well— he fleepi for cr^r. 
Dut. of Tork* Dead I Good Heav'n, fupport me ! 
Buck. Madam, 'twas my unhappy lot to hear 
Hit laft dej^tiiig^ groans, and elm has eyes*. . . 
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Dat. of Terk^ Another taken from me too ! V/hy, 
juft Heav'n, 
Am I ftill left the laft m life asd woe ? 
f trft I bemoan'4 a noble haibanil's 4e«t)i«> 
Yet liv'd with looking on his images : 
But now my laft fupport is gooe^-firft Clarence, 
Now Edward \% forever taken from me: 
Both crutches now the unrelenting hand 
Of Death hat ftricken from my feeble arms^ 
And I muft now of force fink down with forrow. 

Buck. Your youngeft fon, the neble RicJhani]ive% ; 
His love, I know, will feel his mother's cares. 
And bring new comfort to your latter days. 

Due. of/Vri. 'Twere new indeed! for yet of him Pvf 
none, 
Unlefs a churlifh dif-^bedience may ^ 

Be counted from a child a mother's comfort; 
•from his malicions grodge, I know my ion. 
His brother Clarence^ death was firft contriv'd ; 
But oiay bis penitence find Heav*n's mercy* 
Wbere is the Queen, my Lord } 

Buck. I left her with her kinfmen deep in fbrrow. 
Who have with much ado perfuaded her 
To leave the body •«-* Madam, they are here. 
. <^ • -X -1 '.-..;- 

Enter Q^ttvit Rivers^ «ii^Dorfet. 

. ^ueat. Whydoyouthusoppofemy grief? oaleft 
To* make meTave, and weq> thefaAer? Ha 1 
My mother too in tears 1 Frefh forrow flrikea 
My heart at iif^t of every friend that lov'd 
My £/itw</ living— Oh, mother, he's dead ! 
Oh ! that my eyei cou'd weep away my foul^ 
Then I might follow worthy of his heme. 

StaMky, Your duty, madam, of a wife isdead^ 
And DOW the mother's only claims your care. 
Think on the Prince your fon, -—.—--. fend for him 

iiraight. 
And kt his coronaiMii clear your eyes. 
Bury your gr\eh jia th^ dead Ed'ward 's grave^ 
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Kevive yotsr joyt 00 Ixvuig Edtoar/'B throne. 

^9€in. Alas! that thought hot adds to my afllic- 

tions. 
New tears for EJwardgpnCy and fean for Edwrnri 

living; ... 
An helplefs child in his roinnity 
Is in the truft of his flern nncle Gkyer ; 
A man that frowns on me/ and all of mine. w 

Buck. Judge not fo hardly, madam, of his love ; 
Your fon will. find in him a father's care. 

Enter Glo'flcr hthind. ; ^ 

Glo^. Why, ay I thefc tears look well— — -.Sormw't 
the mode. 
And every one at Court mutt wear it now t 
With all my heart ; 1*11 not be out of falhion. [^Jfidt* 
^ien. My Lord, juft Heaven knows, I never hated 
Gyjitt, 
But wou'd on ^ny terms embrace his friendfhip. 

Buck. Thefe words wou'd make him weep— -I know 
him yours : < 

See where he comes in forrow for our lofs. 
GhPft. My Lords, good morrow ; Confin of 

Buckingham, 
I am yours, IfTtefu 

Buck, Good-morning to your Grace* . ' ' 

, Gloft. Methinks r . 

We meet like men that had forgot to fpeak. 

Buck. We may remember ?-but our argument . 

la now too mournful to admit much talk. 

67(7^. It is, indeed ! Peace be with him has made it 

Sifter, take comforti— 'tis true, we've all caufe 

To mourn the dimming of our fhining ftar ; 

But Sorrow never coa'd revive the dead ; 

And, if it cou'd, Hope wou'd prevent our tears i 

So we muft weep becaufe we weep in vain. * 

Madam, my mother——! do cry you mercy. 

My grief was blind— I did not fee your Grace : 
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Moft hombljp on my kacc I crave yoiir^ bMEng* 
- Dttt* of Tork» Thott haft ic» and may thy charitablr 
Hand and congne love one another f may- Heav'n 
£ad0w thy- bread with meeknefs and obedience* ' 

Glo'Jt, Amen, and make me die a goodoid man I 
That's the old bul-end of a mother'sr bieffing ; 
i marvel that her Grace did leave it oar. [j^SJh 

Buck. MyJLordy I think 'twere £t that now Prinoe 

Forthwith from Xi(^£iSraa (hoa'd be £ent for home> 
In order to htscorcmatipn. 

Glo^ft. By all means, my Lord s ■ C ome, let's in to 
council. 
And appoint who fhall belhe mefiengers : 
Madam, and you, my filler,, pleafc you g# 
To give your fcntfmcnts onrtitfs bccaiioh. 
' %#/«• My Lord, yonr wifdom needs no help from; 

me ; 
My glad confent yon iiave in all that's jnft. 
Or for the people's good, tho' I fuffcr by't. 
' GU*fl. Pleafc you to retire, madam ;; we fhaH pro- 

pofe 
What you'd not Aink the people's wrong, nor yoursi 

ffueen. Way Heaven profpcr all your good intent f ' ' 

■^ [ Exii all hut Glo'fter auJ Buck. 

'Cio'ft. Amen, with all my heart,— for mine's the 
crown \ ' • 

And is not that a good one ?-- Ha 1 pray'd fhe nqt 

well, coufin ? 

Buck. I hope (he prophefy'd— yo© now ftand fair. 

Glo'Jl. Now, by St. Faulj I feel it here— Methinki. 
The ihafTy v^eight on't galls my laden brow : 
What think'ft thou, coufin, wer'tnot an eafy matter 
To get Lord Stankyh hand to help it on ? 

Buck. My Lord, T doubt that, for hi5 father's fake i 
He loves the Prince too well ; he*ll fcarce be won 
To any thing againft him. 

GWA. Poverty, the reward of honeft fools, 
O'ectake him for't ■ What think'ft thou then x& 
Eafiingi f 
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Buck. He ihall be try'd, my Lord— — Pttind out 
Caigfy, 
Who ihall at fubtle diftance found bis thobgbti : 
But we mod fUU (iippofe the worft may happen : 
What if we find him co!d in oar defign ^ 

Glo*ft. Chfl^ off his head^*««fometfatog we'll &on de- 
termine ; 
But hafte» and find out Caiisijy, 
That done» follow me to the Council-chamber; 
We'll not be feen together much, nor have 
It known (hat we confer in private— therefore 
Away, good coufin. 

Buck^ I am gone» my lord* [£a^ 

Glo^fi. Thos £ur wc run before the wind ; 
My fortune imiles^ and gives me alt dut I dare ailu ' 
The conquer'd Lady Aung is bound in vows ; 
Faft as the Pried can make us, we are one. 
The King mj- brother fleeps withont his inUow» 
And I am left the guardian of his infant-heir» 
Let me fee ■ ■ ■ ■ ■^ 

The Prince will foon be her e Let him ! The crown ! 
Oh yes t he ihall have twenty globes and icepters too ; 
New ones made tio play withal «^—«^bat no coronat]on«<^ 
Noy nor any court-flies about himi-— ~no kinfiacn. 
Hold ye - where ihall he keep his. court h 
Aye, the To^er* [Exiu 

ACT III. SCE N E I. 

Emiir PrinciEdwsLri, Glo'ftef, Buckingham, Lord Stanley^ 
Trcflcl, andjittendams, 

GIo*ft. "IVTOW, my royal coufin, welcome to £«»y«^.* 
X>| Welcome to all. tbofe honour'd digiiities ' 
Which by yo\ir father's will, and by your birth. 
You (land th'e nndoubted heir pofle»'d of: 
And) if my plain fimpllcicy ot hearty 
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May take the liberty to fhew icfelf^ 
You're farther welcome to your ancle's care 
And love— Why do yon figh, my Lord ? 
The weary way has made yon melancholy. 

P. Ed, No, uncle, but our crofles on the way 
Have made it tedious, wearifome, and heavy : 
I want more uncles here to welcbine me ! 

7ref, More uncles 1 What means his Highnefs ? 

Stanley. Why, fir, the careful Duke of Glofttr has 
Secured his kinfmen on die way — Lord Ri*uers^ Grejt^ 
8ir Thomas Vaughtm^ and others of his friends; 
Are prifoners now in Pomfret caftle ; 
jOn what pretence it boots not— —there they are. 
Let the Y>t,vTk and the Dake alone to accufe 'em, 

Gyfi. My Lord, the Mayor of L«jd^ comes to greet 
you. 

Enter Lord Mayor and Citizens. ^ 

Ld. Mayer. Vouchfafe, moft gracious fovereign^, to 
accept 
The general homage of your loyal -dty 2 
We farther be|r your royal leave to fpeak 
In deep condolement of your father's lofs ; 
And, as far as our true forrow would permit. 
To 'gratulate your acceffion to the thrune. 

P. Ed, I thank you, good my Lord, and thank ypu 
all. 
Alas, my yoolh is yet unf5t to govern. 
Therefore the fword of juflice is in abler hands : 
But be alTurM of this, ib much already - 
I perceive 1 love yoa, that tho* Tknow not yet 
To do y^tt offices gf gopd ; yet this I know,. 
I'll fooner die, than bafely do you wrong. 

G/tf'/. So wife,, fo young, iKey fay do never live long, 

iJfide^ 
•p. £^. My Lords;' 
I thought my mother, and my brother Tork^ 
Wou'a long ere this have met us 00 the way j. 
Say, uncle Glt^Jter^ if our brother come,. 
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Wkerc (Rail we fojourn 'till our coronation f 

Glo'ft, Where it fhall fecm beft to your royal felf ; 

May I advife yoti. Sir, fome day or two 

Yoor Highnels fhall repofe yotx at the To^er ; 

Then where you pleafe, and ihall be thought moll fit 

For your beft health and recreation. 

P. Ed. Why at the Tonver ^ But be it as you pleafe, 
BucM. My Lord — ^your brother's Grace of Tork. 

Enter Duke and Dutcbe/s of York. 

P. Ed, Richard of Tork ! how fares our dearefl: bro- 
ther? {Embracing. 

D. of fVri. Oh, my dear Lord ! fo I muft call you 

now. 
\ P; Ed: Ay, brother, to our grief, as it is yours. 
Too foon he dy*d, who might have better worn 
That title, which in me will lofe its majefty. 
Gyjt. How faies our coufin, noble Lord o^Torkf 
D. of York. Thank you kindly, dear uncle— —Oh 
my' Lord, ^ 
You faid that idle weeds were faft in growth : . 
The King my brother has out-grown me far. ; 
GWfi. He has, my Lord. : - : .. 

D. of York. And therefore is he idle ? 
Cyji. Oh, pretty coufin, I muft not fay (o. , 
D. of iVi. Nay, ttncle, I don*t believe the faying's 
true, 
•For if it were, you*d be an idle weed. 
GWft. How fo, coiifin ? 

D. otYork. Becaufe I have heard folks fay you grew 
fofaft, « X *" { 

Your teeth wou'd gnaw a cruft at two hours o9d : 
Now 'twas two-years ere I cou'd get a tooth. 

Glo^ftl indeed ! I find the brat is taught thislefifon — 

lAfide. 
.Whq told thee this, my pretty merry coufin ? 
D. of Tdri. Why, your nurfe, uncle: 
Glofi. My nurfe, child I (he was dead 'fore thou wert 
born. , ' r » , 
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me; 
Glo% So fttbtle too*— *ti8 pity thoa art ihoit-lif *d. ' 

' P«-£i/. My brother, uncle, will be crofs in talk. 

GIo^. Oh> fear not» my Lord, we ihall never qQar«> 
rcl. 

P. Etf. I hope your Grace knows how. to bear with 
him — 

D. of T^ri. You mean to bear me^not to bear uvuh 
me— 
Uncle» my brother mocks both you and me t 
Becaufe that I am little like an ape, 
He thinks you ibould bear me on your fhoulder^. 

P. EJ» rye, brother, I have no fnch meanings 

Stanlp. With what a ibaf p, provided wit be reafons I 
To mitigate the fcom. he gives his uncle* . 
He prettily and aptly taunts himfelf, 

Trt/* So cunning and fo vonng is wonder&l \ 

Gto'fi.. My Lord, wilt pleafe you pafs along I 
Myfelf and my good couiin BuckinghawL 
\7ill to your mother, to intreat of \iitt 
To meet and hid you welcome at the 7W#r» 

D. of Tork. What ! will you go to the ^vmr. my dear 
Lord? 

P. Ed. My Lord Protedor will have it h. 

P. of York, i ihan't fleep in quijt in the 7vwir. • 

GWft. rU warrant you «— -i- King Hinry \%^ there. 
And he fleeps in quiet. \J^iA^ 

P. Ed. What fhou*d yoa fear, brother ? 

D. of Tork. My uncle Clafeua^ ghoft, my Lord i 
lAy grandmother told me he was kul'd there* 

P. Ed, I fisar no uncles dead, 

GU*/. Nor any» fir, that live, I hope. 

P. Ed. I hope fo too— — -but come, my Lorda» . 
To the fowtr, (xnce it mnft be fo. 

[Exntmt all hmt Glo'fter jW Buckinghani. 

Buck. Think you, my Lord, this little pratbg itrk 
Was not inftrudled by his fiibtle mother 
To taunt and fcorn you thus opprobrioufly ? 
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(}Wft. No doubt, no doabt ; ok ^tit a ibmir4 young 
SQ after ; 
Stubborn^ bold, quick, forward and capable! 
He is all tke mother's from the top to the toe : 
But let them reft Now, what fty» Ci^ijbyf . 

Buck. My Lord, 'tis much as I fufpedted, and 
He's here himfelf to inform you. 

EmUr CsittQxy. 

Glo^fi. So, Cattsby kaft thou been tampenng ? 

What news ? 

Caushj. My Lord^ according to th' inftrudion give» 
mc, ' 
With words at diftance dropp'd, I foonded Hajtingt^ 
Piercxng how far he did afie& your purpofe ; 
To whicky. pdeed, 1 ibuad him cold^ unwilling : 
The fum is thi s he feemM a-while to underftan^ 

me not. 
At length, from plainer fpeaking urg'd to aiifwer» 
He (aid in keat, ratkcr than wrong the head 
To whom the crown waa dner he'd loie hiaowo.- 

Gyft. Indeed 1 his own then anfwer for that faying ; 
tie ihali be taken care of— —mean while, Catefij^ 
Be thou near me^— ^Coufin of Bmkingbam^ 
Let's lofe no time«-tke Mayor and Citiaia^a 
Are now biify meeting in Guildhall : 
Tkither Td kave you baile immediately. 
And at your meeteil 'vantage of the^ime. 
Improve thofe hints I gave you lace tQ ipeak of: _^, 
But above all infer the bailardy 
Of Edruiard^s children ; 

Nay, for a need, thus far con^e near my poribn ; . 
Tell 'em, when my mother went with child of kim* 
My princely father then had wars ii^ Frano", 
And, by true computation of the time, 
found, that the iflbe was not his begpr. 
Which in his lineaments too plali^ appeared, ^ . . 
Being nothing like the noble Tvrk, my father $ 
Vet touch this fparingly^ as 'twere far oiF;i . 
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Secaufe, 013^ Lord, yoa know my mother lives. 

Buck. Dottbt not, my Lord, Til play the orator» 
As if myfelf might wear the golden fee 
For which I plead. 

Glo'ft. If you thrive well, bring 'em- to fee me hcre» 
Where you (hall find me ferioufly emplov'd 
With the moft learned Fathers of the Church. 

Buck^ I fly, my Lord, to ferve you. 

Gh'ft. To ferve thyfelf, mycoufin; 
For look when I am King, claim thou of me 
The Earldom of Hereford^ and all thofe moveables 
Whereof the King my brother ftood poflfefs'd. 

Buck. I ihall remember that your Grace was bounti* 
ful. 

GWfi. Coufin, I have faid it. 

Buck. I am gone, my Lord. \^xiu 

GWft. So, I've fecur'd my coufin here. Thefe move<« 
• ^ ables 

Will never let his brain reft till I am King. ' 
Catesbjt go you with fpeed to Doctor ShaWy 
And thence, to Friar &»irr--— — bid 'em both 
Attend me here, within an hour at fartheft ; 
Mean while my private orders (hall be given, 

[Exit Catcsby. 
To lock out all admittance to the Princes. 
Now, by St. Paul, the work goes i>ravely on ! 
How many frightful (lops wouM Confcience make 
In fome foft heads, to undertake like me? 
Come, this Confcience is a convenient fcare-crow ; 
It guards the fruit which prieils and wife men tafte. 
Who never fct it up to fright themfelves ; 
They know 'tis rags, and gather in the face on't ; 
While h'alf-(larv'd' (hallow daws thro'ifear a;e honed. 
Wh ywere laws made, but that we're rogues by nature f 
Confcience I 'tis our coin, we live by parting with it i 
And he thrives beft thathas the moft to fpare. 
The proteftino; lover buys hope with it. 
And the deluded virgin, (hort^liv'd pleafure ; 
Old grey-beards cram their Hvarice with it i 



d by Google 



Kiiig RiCHA&o tbi Jhird. 3}} 

Toor la^k-jawUl hungry jadge will dine upon't. 

And hang the guiltlefs, rather than eat his mutton 

cold; 
The crown'd head quits it for defjpfotick fway« 
The ftubborn people for unaw'd rebellion. 
There's not a flave but has his fhare of villain ; 
Why then ihall after-ages think my deeds 
Inhuman ! fince my worft are but ambition* 
Ev'n all mankind to fome lov'd ills incline : 
Great men choofe greater iins^ ambition's mine. 

Entir Lady Anne* 

Lsi* Jwrn. When, when (hall I have reft i Was mar* 

riage m.ade 
To be the fcourge of our offences here f 
O^ ! no— 'twas meant a blefling to the virtuous ; 
It once was fo to me^ tho' now my cuife. 
The fruit of Edward* s love was (weet^nd pleating | 
But ohl uniimeljr cropt by cruel Glo^fter ; 
Who rudely having grafted on his flock. 
Now makes my life yield only forrow. 
Let me hav-e muiick to compofe my thoughts. 

\^^Qft mufick 
It will not be— —nought but the grave can clofc my 

eyes. 
How many labouring wretches take their reft, 
While I, night after night, with cares lie waking ! 
As if the gentle nurfe of nature, ileep. 
Had vow'd to rock my peeviih fenfe no more. 
Oh partial ilefp ! canli thou in iinoaky cottages 
Stretch out the peafant's limbs on beds of flraw. 
And lay him fait, cramm'd with diftrefsful bread ! 
Yet in the fofceft breeze of peaceful night. 
Under the canopies of coftly Hate, 
Tho' lull'd with foqnds of fweeteft melody, 
Refufe one moment's (lumber to a Princcfs ? 
Oh mockery of Greatnefs 1 But fee. 
He comes, the rude didurber of my pillow* 
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Enter Glo'tter. 

Gyjt. Ha ! ftill in tears ! let them flow (m; t]iey*re 
figns 
Of a fabftantial grief— why don't fiie die ? 
She mufty my intereft will not let her lire. 
The fair Elmabttb hath canght my eye ; 
My heart's vaeant, and fhe fhall fill her place. 
They fay, that women have bat tender hearts : 
*Tis a miftake, I doubt, I've found 'em tough : 
They'll bend indeed-*— but he muft firain that cracks 

'em. 
All I can hope's to throw her into ficknefs^ 
That I may 4end her s phyjfician's help. 
S09 madam, what you ftill take care. I fte. 
To let the world believe I love yon not. 
This outward monrning now has malice in't. 
So have thefe fuHen, difobedient tears ; 
I'll have yon tell the Worid I doat on yon. 

La. Anne. 1 wifli I cou'd ■ ■ bttt 'twill not be bc- 
liev'd. ' ' 
Have I dcferv'd this ufage ? 
Glo'fl. You hftvc— you do notpleafe.aie^ as at firft. 
La. Anne. What have 1 done I What horrid crime 

committed I 
do' ft. To me the worft of crimes ; out-liv'd my lik- 
ing* 
La. Anne. If that be criminal, juft Heav'n be kind. 
And take me while my penitence is warm %' 
Oh Sir, forgive, and kill roc. 
Glo'^. Umph ! no-: — the meddling wwld will call 
mat murder : 
And I wou'd have 'em think me pitiful : 
Now wert thou not afraid of fclf-dellru^on. 
Thou haft a fair excuff for'c. 

La. Anne. How fain wou'd I be friends with Death I— 

Oh name it. 
G/»'/. Thy hulband's hate; nor do I hate thetonly 
From the duU'd edge of fated appetite, 
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.^ut from the eager love I bear another. 

Some call ine hypocrite— what think'ft thoa now ^ 

Ik) I diffemble ? 

La: J fine. Thy vows of love to ane were all diflem« 
bled. 

Gklft. Not one for when I told thee fo I lov'a ; 

TTioa art the only foul I never yet deceived ; 

And 'tis, my honefty that tells rthee now> ' 

With all my heart I hate thee. 

If this have notStOi, fhe is immortal. [AjtJe^ 

l^a. Anne. Forgive me» Heaven, t^at I forgave this 
man, 
tOh may my ftory told in after-ages. 
Give warning to our eafy fex's ears ; ' 
May it unveil the hearts of men, and firike 
Them deaf to their diflimulatcd love. 

Entir Catdby. 

Catifiy. My Lord, his Grace of BucJUngham attend^^ 
Your Highnefs' pleafure. . 

Glo'Ji, Wait on him Til expeft him here. ' ' 

[Exit Catefby* 
Your abfence, madam* will be neceflary. 

La. Jnm. Wou'd my death were fo— • \^Exit* 

GJ9% It may be fhortly. 

Enter Buckingham. 

My coofin, what fay the Citizens ? 
Buck, Now, by oar hopes, my Lord* they are fenfe* 
lefs Hones : 
Their hefitatine fear has flruck *em dumb. 

Glo'ft. Toudi'd you the baftardy o£ Ediuardh chil* 

drcn? 
Buck. I did, with his con trad to Lady Lucy ; 
. f^ay, his own baftardy, and tyranny for triflci : 
Laid open all your vidories in Sc^land^ 
Your difcipline in war> wifdom in peace | 
Your bounty, juftice* fair humility ; 
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Indeed left nothing that might gHd our caufe 
Untoueh'd, or flighdy handled in my talk : 
And when my oration drew towards an end, 
I urg'd of them, that lov'd their country's good. 
To do you right, and cry, Long livi King Richard. 

G/«'/f. And did. they To? 

Buck. Not one, by Heaven bat each like ftatacs 

fix'd, 
Speechlefs and pale, ftar'd in his fellow's face ; 
Which when I law, I reprehended them, • 
^And a&'d the Mayor what meant this wilful filentt ? 
His aufwer was, the people were not us'd * 
To be ipoken to but by the Recorder ; 
Who then took on him to, repeat my words. 
Thus faith the Duki/riixis hath the i)«i# inferred ; 
But nothing urg'd in wall'ant from himfelf. 
When he had done, fome followers of my own. 
At th' lower end of th' hall hurl'd up their caps. 
And fome ten voices cryM, God fame King Richard ! 
At which I took the 'vantage.of thofe few,. 
And cry'd. Thanks-, gentle citizens, and friends : 
This general appl aufe and cheJlrful fhou t 
Argues your wilHom*, ancl your love to Richard i 
'And even here broke off, and came away. 

Gloy. Oh tonguelefs blocks I Wou'd .they not 
fpcak ? 
Will not the M^^^rthen, and his brethren come ? 

Buck. The Mayor is here at hand feign you fome 

fear. 
And be not fpoke with, but by mighty fuit. 
A prayer-book in your hand, my Lord, were well. 
Standing between two Churchmen of repute ; 
For on that ground I'll make an holy defcant; 
Vet be not eaiily won to our requeHs ; 
Seem, like the virgin, fearful of your wilhes. 

Glo'JI. My other fclf — my counfel's confiftory ! 
My oracle ! my prophet ! my dear coufih ! 
I, as a child, will go by thy diredlion. 

Buck. Hark ! Uie Lord Mayor^s at handx-^a^ay, my 
Lord; 



d by Google 4 



XtngKicBAUD tit rtirj. jj^ 

Not dottbtibht yet we rieachodr point propo,»d. " ' 
' ift'l *•"*•**•'' "y ^^' while you are pU 
Alitdeaattnyibmedmesdoeswell.' rg,/^^ 

- - ■ffaMrXfr/MayoMim/'Citizent.' 

;*hlft.^''Tt "' ^"^Z V***"** «t«ndance 
I'm afraid tbeJJu'fce wUl not b»fpokc withal. : 

Statr CateAy. 

Now, C«/^ wlut liy, your Lord to my «q«ft ? 
O^^ My Lord, he humbly doi. St«at yoor 

To vifit him to.morrow, or next day • 
He's now retir'd whh two right reverend father*. 
, Divinely bent to meditation J ' 

And in no worldly fuits wou'd he be mov'd 
To interrupt his holy exercift. 
^«ri. Return, good C^j/?y, to the gracious Duke* 
Tell him. myfelfj the ^or, and C//W. v'»^'"'«l 
f n deep defigns, in matters of great moment. 
No lefe Mnporting^than our general good. 
Are come to have fome conference with his Grace 
<^^J^. Mj Lord. I'll inftantly inform his High. 

Suei. Ah.>y Lord ! this prince is not an Ed>u,ard • 
He IS not lolling on a lewd love- bed, ■"'^'"•' . 

«m on his knees at meditation ; 
Not dallying with a brace of courtezans ; 
But with two deep divines in facred prayine • 
Happy were£»>W; wou'dAis virtuous prince 
Takeonhimfeftthctoiloffovereignty 

LJ. Mayer Happy indeed, my Lordl 
He will net, fare, refufe our proffer'd love. ' 

• •*'^;\;'»|«'<»W -he's for a cio^ immortal. ^ 
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liook there» hh door opei^f^ ; jio«f viAi^|e*6 our .k4pe^ 
Ld.MffQr, Bcjj w%re. Ms Qt^Q» iUft^s, .'tween two 

Clergymen ! 
Buck. Ay, ay, 'tia there be*« c»ugfct-—*lPfc!iVu. 

ahibition. 
Ld. Major. Haw J^. he bow* to,tfeai>k*«m for their ' 
care ! 
And fee ! a prayer^ bool^ in his \vtiA \ ' 
Buck. Wou'd he were King, tire'd give h|in leave to 
pray: ' • '- '.■,[••. \ JJ.v •• :. ; " 

Methinks I wifh it for the love he bears the City. 
How have I heard him. vOW, his tiwoght it hard 
The Ma)for ihou'd lofc his title with his office. 
Well, who knows ? He ixtay be won. 
Ld. Mayor. Ah, my Lord I ^ 
Buck. See, he comes forth ' my friends, be re- 

folate; . :' 

I know he's cautious to a faullh, bat do not . 

Leave him till our honeft fui^ be grajued.- / 

! ■ ' : , . f i 

Enter (jlo'iler *i»kb a Boik^, \ 

^^ ... I 

QWft. 'Coufin of Buckiugham^ 
I do befeech your Grace to pardon me. 
Who, earnef! in my zealous meditation. 
So long deferr'd the fervice of my friends ; J . 
Now do I fear I've done fome ftrangc off~^^ ' 



igcoifena^ , \ 

That looks difgracious in the City's eye. Iffo, , 
'Tisjuft you ihou'd reprove my ignorajice* 

Buck. You have, my Lord; we wifh your Gracej, 
On our intreaties, wou'd amend your fault. 

GWft. Elfe wherefore breathe I in a Chriftian land ? 

Buck. Know then, it is your fault, that yourefign. 
The fcepter'd office of your anceflors. 
Pair England^ z throne, your own due right of birth* 
To the corruption of a blemifh'd ftock ; 
While in the mildiiefs of your fleeping thoughts^ ,. 
(Which here we waken to our country's good) 
This wounded file does want her proper limbs. 
Which 10 iecttre> join'd with thofe loyal mej>« 
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Tour very wOTfhipfol^ and loving friends ; - 
And by their zealous inftigation. 
In this juft caufcj I come to move your Highnefi, 
That on your gracious felf you'd take this charge. 
And kingly government of this your land* 
Not as protedor, Reward, fubftitute. 
Or lowly faflor for another's gain ; 
But as iucceflively from blood to bloody 
Your own by right of birth, and lineal glory. 
Gle*^, 1 cannot tell, if to depart in uleoce. 
Or bitterly to fpeak in your reproof. 
Fits bell with my degree, or vour condition ; 
Therefore^ to fpeak in j uft refufal of your fui t. 
And then iii fpeaking not to checl^.my friends;;, , 
l)efinitively thus I anfwer you ; 
Your love deferves my thanks ; but my defert 
TJnmeritable, fhuns your fond requeft ; 
For, Heav'n be thank'd, there is no need of me i 
The royal Aock has left us royal fruit. 

Which, mellow*d by the dealing hours of Time, 

Will well become the feat of Majefty, 

And make us (no doubt) h^py by his reign, , , 

On him I lay what you wou'd lay on me. 

The right and fortune of his. happier ftars ; 

Which Heav'n forbid mjr thoughts fhou'd rob him of. 
£uck. My Lord, this argues confcience in yaiir 
Grace ; 
But circumflances well confider'd. 

The weak refpedls thereof are nice and triviiil. 

You fay that Eii*ward was your brother's fon. 

So fay we too, but not by Ediuard'i wife ; 

If fblemn contrails are of any force. 

That title Juftice gave to Lady Lucy : 

Ev'n of his birth cou'd I feverely fpeak^ 

Save that for reverence to feme alive, 

I give a fparing limit to my tongue, 
Ld. Major. Upon our knees, my Lord, wc beg joxCt 
Grace 

To wear this precious robe of dignity. 

Which on a child mull fit too loofe and heavy ^ 
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*TvB ytiXLTt, befitting both your wifdom, and jottt 
birth, 

Catijhy. My Lord, this coldnefs is ankind» 
Ner fuiis ic with fuch ardent loyalty. 

Buck. Oh make 'em happy I Grant their lavirfal fait. 

Glo^JI. Alas 1 why wou'd you heap this care on me I 
I am unfit for date and majefby. 
I thank you for your loves, but muft declare 
(I do befeech you take it not amifs) 
I will not, dare not, muft not yield to you* 

Buck, If you refafe us, thro' a fdft remorfet 
Loth to depofe the child your brother's Ton, 
(As well we know your tendernefs of heart) 
Yet know, tho' you deny us to the laft. 
Your brother's Ton fliall never reign our king. 
But we will plant fome other in the throne. 
To the difgrace and downfal of your houfe : 
And thus refolv'd, I bid you. Sir, farevvel. 
My Lord, and Gentlemen, I beg your pardon 
For this vain trouble — My intent was good, 
I wou'd have ferv'd my country and my king, 
But 'twill not be— Farewcl, 'till next we meet. 

Ld. Mayor. Be not too ra(h, my Lord, his Grace re* 
lents* 

Buck* Away, you but deceive yourfelves. [Exit. 

Catefy. Sweet prince, accept their fuit. 

Li. Maybr. If you deny us, all the land will rue at. 

Clo'ft, Call him again-— you will enforce me to 
A world of cares— 1 am not made of done. 
Bat penetrable to your kind in treaties ; 
Tho' Heav'n knows, againll my own inclining. 

Enter Buckingham. 

Coufin of Buckingham^ and fage, grave men, 
Since you will buckle Fortune on my back. 
To bear her burthen, whether I will or no, 
I muft have patience to endure the load ; 
But if black fcandal, or foul- fac'd reproach 
Attend the fec^uel of your impofition* 
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Your mere enforcement {hall acquittance me j 
For Heaven knows, as you may partly fee, 
How far I am from the defire of thi^. 

Ld, Mayor, Heav'n guard your Grace ; we fee it, 
and will fay it. 

Glo*ft, You will but fay the truth, my Lord. 

Buck. My heart's fo full, it fcarce has vent ht 
words. 
My knee will better fpeak my duty now * 
Lone live our Sovereign, Richard ^ King o^ England ! 

dyji. Indeed, your words have togch-'d me nearly, 
CQuiin ! 
Pray rife 1 wiih you cou'd recal 'em. 

Buck, It wou^d be treafon now, my Lord; to mor- 
row. 
If it io pleafe your Majefty, from Council 
Orders ihall be given for your Coronation* 

Gtdft. £'en when you, pleafe, for you will have it lb. 

Buck. To-morrow then we will attend your Majefty, 
And now we take our leaves with joy. 

Gh^ft. Coufin, adieu - my loving friends, farewel. 
I mail unto my holy work again. 

[£;r<««/fl// ^«/ Richard. 
Why, now my golden dream is out ■ . i 

Ambition, like an early friend, throws back 
My curtains with an eager hand, o'erjoy'd 
To tell me what I dreamt is true —A Crown ^ 
Thou bright reward of ever-daring minds ; 
Oh ! how thy awful glory fills my foul ! 
Nor can the means that got thee, dim thy luftre ; 
For, not men's love, fear pays thee adoration. 
And tame not more forvives from good than evil deeds; 
Th' afpiring youth, that fir'd the Ephijian^omt^ 
Outlives, in fame, the pious fool that raia'd it. 
Confcience, lie dill, more lives mud yet be drain'd ; 
Crowns got with bloody mod bie with blood maintain'd. 

\E9nt. 

P3 
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ACT IV. 
SCENE the Tower. 

Inter Qgccn, Prina Edward, Dnke o/T^ri, Dmtcbtfi •/ 
York, oMil Lady Anne in Ttmrs, 

P. f'^.T^RAY, Madam, do not leave me yet, 

X ^or I have many more complaints to tell 
you. 
, ^iften. And I nnable to redrefs the leaft. 
W hat woa'dft iboa fay, my child ? 

P. £</• Oh,, mother, fince I have Iain i' th' Ttwer, 
My reft has ftill been broke with fHghtfol dreams. 
Or /hocking news has wakM me into tears : 
I'm TcaKe altow'd a friend tovifit me ; 
Ail my old honeft fervants are turned off, 
/" nd in iheir rooms are ftrange ill-nator'd fellows^ 
Who look fo bold, as they were all my mafters ; 
And I'm afraid they'll fhortly take you from me. 

Dut. of Tork, Oh mournful hearing ! 

i*a. Jntu. Oh ! nnhappy prince I 

D. of Terk. Dear brother, why do yen weep fb I 
You make me cry too ! 

*^ueen. Alas 1 poor innocence ! 

P. Ed, Wou'd 1 but. knew at what my nntle aims 
If 'twere my crown, Pd freely give it him, 
%o he'd bat kt me 'joy my life in quiet. 
. iJ). ofTprk. Why, will my uncle kill us, brother? ^ 

P. £/. 1 hope hevvron't, we never injur'd him.* 

^MfiM, 1 cannot bear to fee 'em thus. ^fTeepin^. 

Enter Lord Stanley. 

Stanley, Madam, I hope your Majefty will pardoa 
What 1 am griev'd to teli, unwelcome news I 
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^um. Ah me I '6i6re (ofrow yetf ! »iy 'Lord, Ve*^ 
long ' * ^ ^ 

-Def|^air*d 6t happy Adings ; pray, \<r1^tWt ? 

Stanley. On Tuefday laft, your noble kinfmen, jR#- 

Grey, and Sir Thomas Faughan, at Pom/ret, 
'W^ ««ottte8'6ii A public fcafFqliV 

Dut. of r£?ri. Oh- difittWr tidings!' 

P. £<^. Oh Vopr unties! 1 dofibt iny turn is next. 

La. Jnne. Ndr ^nine, I feat, far off. 

^en. Why then, let's welcome blood and maflacre. 
Yield all our throats to the fierce tiger's rage,- 
And die lamenting one another's wrongs; 
Oh ! I forefaw this ruinof our houfe. \Tfyefu 

Efhir Catefty. ' ■' 

Cttejl^. Madam, thc'^ing ■ ' * 

Has fent me to, inform your Majetty, "^ 

Thit you prepare (as is advis'd 'from CoundiJ) 
To-morrow for your rbyal coronation. 

Sljiitn, What do I hear?. Support me. Heaven. 

La. j§nne. Defpig^btfal tidings 1 Oh, uiTpIifafiDg 

Dew^s-! •-'".- •'.'-. 

AI9S, I heard of this before, but could not ' 
For my foul take heart to tell you of It. ^ 

Caufy. The King does farther wifh your MS^clfy 
WouM Ws employ yburvifits at the Tcnjoer ; - 

He gives me leave t' attend you to the court. 
And is impatient, madam, tiir he fees you. " " 

La. Anne* Fafewel to all 5 and thou, poci- inJur'A 
Queen, ' • ^ 

Forgive the unfriendly duty I muft pay. , 

^een, Ala*^!, kind foul, I envy hot thy glory. 
Nor ^hinfc Pm^IeasMthott'rt partner ii our fbrrdi«r« 

Cate/by, Madam. 

La. uinne. 1 come. 

^een, Farewel, thou wOcful welcomer of glory. 

Catejhy, Sh^ll I attend your Majcfty ? 

La. Jnn9^ Attend ute ! whither, to be crown*d f 

P4 
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Let me with deadly ven^zxi be an^ntecU i\L 
And die ere man can fay^ Long livi the ^een* 
^eett. Foot grieving heart 1 i pity thy complaia. 

La. jfnm. No more Aan with 'my foul I mottrn for 
yours : . 

A long farewel to alK {Exit with Catdfcy. 

Stanley. Take cemfort, madam. 

^tn* Alas I where is it to be found ? 
Death and deftru£iion follow us b dbft^. 
They ihortly muft o'ertake us. 

Stanley, In Brittany^ 
My foQ* in-law, the £arl o£ RUhmonJ, Hit . 
Bdidesy who with, a jealous eye obferves 
The lawlefs actions of afpiring GWfter ; 
To him, wouM I advi&you^ naadam, fly 
Forthwith for aid« protection, knd redrefs : 
He will, I'm fure, with opes arn^ fCffive yo|it 

Dut. of York* Delay not, madam. . . * ; . 
For 'tis the only hope that Heav'n ha« left ui. 

^een. Do with me what you pleafc«— rrr— for ajiy 
change 
Muft fureiy better our condition. 

Stanley. 1 farther wou'd advife you^ madam^ this in«^ 
ftant ? : '■ 

To remove the Princes to fopie r . 

Remote abode, where you yourfelf are mi^eis. 

P. £^. Dear madam,, take me hence, {qt I AaiL 
ne'er 
Enjoy a moment's quiet here.. 

D.of2^0ri. Nor I; pray, mother, let me go too« 

S^uien. Come then, my pretty young oaeff> let's 
away, , .^ ^ 
For here you lie within the fs^lcon's reach. 
Who watches but th' unguarded hour to feize you. 

r 

Enter LicnUnsLUt. 

Lieut* I beg your Majefty will pardon me ; 
But the young Princes mufi, qj^ ao account^ ; 
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Have egrefs from the To^er, 

Nor mufl, (without the King^s efpedal licenfe) 

Of what degree foevcr, any perfon 

Have admittance to 'em— all mud retire. 

^een, I am their mother» Sir, who elfe comm^df 
*em ? ^ 

If I pafs freely, they ihall follow me. 
For you —-^ — I'll take the peril of your fault open »y« 
felf. 
' Lieut. My inclination » madam, would oblige you ; 
But I am bound by oath, and muft obey ; 
Nor, madam, can I now with fafety anl'wer 
For this continued vifit. 
Plcafe you, my Lord^ to read thefe orders. 

^een. Oh heaV'nly pow'rs ! Shall I not flay witlfr 
'*em ? 

Lieut. Such are the King's commands^ madam. 

^een. My Lord ! 

Stanly. 'Tis too true ■ aiid it were in vain t*oppo(e 
'em» 

^ueen. Support me, Heav'n I 
For life can never bear the pangs of fuch a partings 
Oh my poor children ! Ohl diltra^ng thought! 
I dare not bid 'em (as I fhou'd) farewd 5 ^ 

And then to part in filence, ftabs my foul f 
. p. Ed. What, mud you leave us, mother ? 

^iin. What Ihall I fay ? [A^d0. 

But for a time, my loves we ihall meet again. 

At leaftin Heaven. 

D. ofTork, Won't you take me with you, mother ? 
I fliall be fo 'fraid to ftay when you are gone, 

^ien, I cannot fpeak to 'em, and yet we muft 
le parted— then let thefe kiflcs fay farewel. 
Why I oh why ! juft Heav'n, mud thefe be our lafl f 

Dut. of Tork, Give not your grief fuch way j be 
fuddcn when you part. 

^ien. I will — -fince it muft be- to Heav'n I leave 
'em I 
Hear me, ye guardian Powers of Innocence ! 
Awake or flccping— — Oh protcd 'cm ftill I 
P 5 
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Siill may their hclplcfs youth zxxx^l^ men's piiy. 
That when the arm of cruelty is rais'd, 
Their looks may drop the lifted dagger down 
From the ftem murderer's relentinghand, 
Aild (hcow him on his knees in penitence. 

Both Trinces. O mother ! mother ! 

^en. Oh my poor children I {Exeunt femmlly* 

SCENE the Prefence. 

Di/covering Gio*Rcr /eateJ, Buckingham, Catefby^ Rat- 
cliff, Lovel, ^c. 

Glo'ft. Stand all apart Coufin of Buckingham* 

Buck, My gracious Sovereign* 

Gl6*ft. Give me th^ hand ; 
At length by thy advice ani thy affiflance, 
Js Glo'Jler feated on the Englijb Throne. 
But fey, my coufin. 

What, fhall we wear thefe glories for a day ? 
Or ihall they laft, and we rejoice in 'em ? 

Suck. I hope for ages. Sir, — - long may they grace 
you. 

G/^^. Oh Buckingham ! now do I play che touch- 

ftone. 
To try if thou be current friend indeed. 
Young Ednuard lives, fo does his brother York. 
Now think what I wou'd fpeak. 

Buck. Say on, my gracious Lord. 

<?/<?'/. I tell thee, Cuz, I've lately had two fpidcrs 

Crawling upon. my ftartled hopes 

Now tho' thy friendly hand has brulh'd 'em from me. 
Yet ftill they crawl offenfive to my eyes ; 
I wou'd have fome kind friend to tread upon 'em* 
\ wou'd be King, my Coufin. 

Buck. Why, fo 1 think you arc, my Royal Lord. 

Ghft. Ha! ami King? 'Tis ib«— ^but— — i&^^iwirf 
lives. 

Buck. Moft true, my Lord. 
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iSi^, .Coofin*, thou wertnot wnt'to iJefplSulil 

Shall I be plain 1 wifh the baftards dead ; . 

'A«d- 1 wou«d faave it (addenly perform'^ : 
Now, coufin, canft thou anfwer xne ?^ . ., / ^ j 
Buck. KiMie dare difpute your Mighntrs' pieafuf^. * 
dU'fl* ■ Indeed f merfiinks thy kihclnefs triczes^ 
co&dti. ' ' 

Thou doft refufc me then ! They-fhall npj die; 

JSuck. My Lord, fifacc^tis an action cannot be 
Recaird, allow me but fome paufe to think, _ 

ni inftantly rcfolve your Highnfcfs. [Ilwf. 

Cat^y'4 The King fcems angry ; fee, he gnaws hia 

lip-.' 
Ghy. I'll hericefbrth deal with ffiortcr.fi]|;hted fooW ; 
None are for me that look into my deeds 
Withvfhiiiking eyes ■ , ^ 

High-reaching Buckingham grows circumfpeft % 
*l be beft oti*r is, it may be done without him, 
Tho* not fo well perhaps— —-Had he confented, * 
Why then the murder had been his, not mine. 
We'll make a Ihift as 'ds*-Come hitlher, Catejby ; 
Where's that fame Tirrel whom ihou toldyil me of?. 
Haft Aott given him thofe furtis of gold I ordered ? 
Catejby. I have, my Liege. 
GWft. Where is he ? 

CateshyM He waits your Highnefs' pleafure. 
Glo'.fi. Give him this ring, and fay myfelf 
Wi!l bring him farther orders inftanilyi, [6xit Catclby, 
The deep revolving Duke oi Buckingham 
No more (hair bd tfie neighbour ko my counfela t 
Has he fo long held out with me untir'd, t 

And Hops he now for breath ? Well, bb it fo. 

Enter Lord Stanley. 

Mow now. Lord Stank^, what's the news ? 

Stanley. I hear, my Liege, the Lord" l!ila:r(j[uis' ottkn*^ 

Is fled to RkhmMp nbw in BritiarN. - - 

B6 
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GWft. W&jr^ let him gOj my Lord> he. maj be 
fpar'd* 
Hark thee, Raidijff when fawf ft thoa u^;;^ my 

Queen? 
It ihe ftill weak I Has my Phyfidan feen her ? 

Ratclif. He has^ my Lord, and fears her mightily. 
Clo% fiat he*8 exceeding ikilful, ihcUl mend ihort-^ 

ly. 
Ratcliff. I hope (he will, my Lord. 
Glo*Jt. And if ihe doe's^ I bavemiftpokmyman.. 
I maft be marry'd! to my brother's daughter. 
At whom I know the Briton^ Richmond^ aims ; 
And by that knot, looks proudly on the crown- 
But then co-ilain me with her brothers bloody 
It that the way to wooe the fifter's love ? 
No matter what's the way — ^for while they, liye,. 
My goodly kingdom's on a weak foundations 
•Tit done, my daring heart's refolv'd ' tbey'r*' 

dead I 

Enter Buckingham. 

Buck* My Lord, I have confider'd in my mind 
The late requeft that you did found me in. 

Glo'ft^ 'Well, let that reil Dorftt is fled t«^ 

Richmond. 

BucL I have heard the news, my Lord. 

Olo*ft, Stantty, he's your near kinfmaa-— well, look, 
to him. ' 

Bufk, My Lord, I claim that gift, my due by pro* 
mife. 
For which your honour and your faith's engag'd ; 
The Earldom of Herffordy and thofe moveables. 
Which you have promifed I fball poflefs. 

Glo^ft^ Stanley J look to your wife, if ihe convey 
Letters to Rubmond^ . you fhall anfwer it. V 

Btui, What &kys your Highflefs to my joft ^eq^eft^ 

GU*^, I do remember me, Harrp the Sixth 
Bid prophefy^ that RiehmndiiiOVL^d be Kiog» 
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Wkcn Riebrntrnd was a little peevifii bey. 
*Tis odd-— —a King, perhaps—— 

Enter Catefby. 

Catejiy* My Lord, I have obey'd your Highnefs^ 
orders. 

iuck. May it pleafe you to refolire me in my ftiita 

Clo*ft» Lead Tirrel to my clofet, Fli meet him. 

Buci, I beg your Highnefs* ear, my Lord. 

Glo^Jt, I'm bufy— -«-thou troubled me-— — Pm not 
i* th' vein. . [Exit. 

Buck, Oh patience, Heav'n ! Is't thus he pays my 
fervice ? • 

Was it for this I rais'd him to the Throne ? 
Oh ! if the peaceful dead have any fenfe 
Of thofe vile injuries they bore, while living; 
Then fiire the joyful ibals of blood»fuckM E dwards 
Henry f Clarence^ Raftings^ and all that through 
His foul corrupted dealings have mifcarry'd. 
Will from the walls of Heav*n in fmiles look down 
To fee this Tyrant tumbling from his Throne. 
His fall unmourn'd, and bloody as iheir own. \Exit. 

S C E N E, /*^ i:<mir. 

Enter Tirrel, Dighton^ and Foreft. 

TirreL Come, gentlemen. 
Have you concluded on the means? 

Foreft. ^mothsring will make no noife. Sir. 

firreL Let it be donei'th' dark . for fliouM yos 
fee 
Their young faces, who knows how far their looks 
Of innocence may tempt you into pity ? 

Foreft. 'Tis eafe, and living well, makes innocence^ 
I hate a face lefs guilty than my own ; 
Were all that now ieem honefr, deep as we 
I^ trouble^ and in want, they'd all be rogues» 
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TirreL Stand hMCk^^'^Luuiinant, hfti^ yon brodght 
the keys ? . . 

iMtir Lieutenant* 

Lieut. I have *cm. Sir. . ... 

TirrsJ. Tbcn here's year^w^hratit to deliver *cm. 

[Giving a ring* 

Liint* Your fcrvant. Sir. 
What cah this mean-? why at this dead of njght 
To give 'e* too ! *Tis not for nle t' enqoii-^, [txit. 

^irrek ThW-e-, gentlemen f ' [£xku;tf/e<verM/fy. . 

That way— you have no farther need dF me. 

EnurGWder. 

Glo^fi. Wpu*d it w^rc done : 
There is a bufy.fomething here. 
That fboiifh cuftom has made terribib 
To the intent of evil deed« ; and Nature too. 
As if fhe knew me womanifti, and weak, 
Toga at my heaft-lhlngs with complaining cries. 
To talk me from liiy purpofe 
And then the thoughts of what men's tohgiies will 

Of what their hearts nraft think ; . ,, , 

To have no cofeature Ibve me livinjg;, nor 

My memory when dead. 

Shall future ages. When thefe children*s tafe 

Is told, dro|) tears in pity o( thf^r haple^ ^te. 

And read with deteftation the rotAJeedsiof Gi^^fitr^ 

The crook-back'd Tyrant, crueJ, barbtaoos. 

And bloody— Will they not £ay top,. ,. 

That to pofTefs the crown, nor laws divine 

Nor human ilopt my way l'm^)o^ let^'©^l ivf it; 

They can^ but fay I had tiie crowA ; 

I was not fool as well as villain. 

Hark 1 the murder's doing : Princes^ iWtwil,. - 

To me there's mufick in your paffing.'beU. 
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Enter Tirrel. 

firrel. *Ti8 done ; the barbarous bloody a£t is done. 
Ha I the Khig*— »his coming hither at this 
Late hoar, ijpeaks him impatient for the news. 

Enter Glo'fter. 

Ck!*fl. Now, my Tirrel^ lioware the brats difpos'd? 
Say, am I happy ? H^ft thou dealt upon '•am ? 

TirnL If to hate done the thing you gave in diarg^ 
Beget your happinefs, then. Sir, be happy. 
For it is done. ' 

Glo'ft. But dtdft thou fise 'em dead ? 

TirreL I did, my Lord. < 

GU^Jf. And bury'd, my good 7irrelf 

^irreU In that I thought to a(k your Grace's plea* 
fure, 

Glo'ft. I have it— I'll have e'm fare * get me 

a coMa 
Full of holes, let 'em be both cramm'd into it. 
And h^k thee, in the night-tide throw 'eAi down 
The Thames once in, they'll find the way to the 

bottom ; 
Mean time, but think how I may do thee good. 
And be inheritor of thy ^^tt. 

Tirrd. I h»mbiy thank your Highnei^* 

GWft. About it ftraight, good lirreU 

TirreL Conclude it done, my Lord. ' \JExit. 

GWft, Why then my loudeft fears arc hufh'd ; 
The fons of Edwrnrd have eternal reft, 
And Anne my wife has bid this world good night : 
While fair Eiivcaheth^ my beauteous niece. 
Like a new mom, lights onward to my wifhet. 

Enter Qtttbf. 

Cmttby. fAy Lord. 
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GWfi. Good news, or bad, that thoo commit in |^ 

bluntly ? 
CaUshy. Bad news, my Lord; Morfn is fled t9 

And Buckingham, back*d with the hardy Welfimtn, 
\% in the field, and ftill hit power increafes. 

Glo'fi. Morion^ with Rtcbmond^ touches me more 
near 
Than Buckimgbam, and his ralh-Iev/d n ambers* 
Bac come, dangers retreat, ^hen boldly they're coi»» 

ironted. 
And dull delays lead im^tence and fear f 
Then fiery expedition raiie my arm. 
And fatal may it fall on crufliM rebellion. 
Let's mufter men, my council is my ihield, 
Wcf mtt& be brief when traitors brate the ^Id. 

Entir Queen , and Dmtebtfs •/ York* 

i^neen. Oh my poor children ■ Oh my tendet 

babes ! 
My unblowA flowers, pluck'd by untimely hands f 
If yet your gentle fouls fly in the air. 
And be not fix'd in doom perpetual ; 
Hover abqut me with your airy wings. 
And hear your mother's lamentation. 
Why flept tt^if guardian Angels when this deed wa» 
done? 
Put. of TorL So many miferies have drain'd my 
eyes. 
That my woe-wearied tongue is fiill and mule ^ 
Why fliou*d calamity be full of words ? 

^een* Let's give 'em fcope, for tho' they can't rr« 
move, 
yet do they eafe aflii^on^ 

Dnt. of Tork* Why tlien, let us be loud in esiclak 
mations 
To Richard, ha(le> and^pierce hifi with oar criea ;, 
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That fit>m henceforth hii conicience siay out-tongue 

The dofc whifpers of his rcleatlefs heart. 

Hark ! his tfumpet founds — — diis way he muft pafs. 

[Trumptt founds a mat^c^^ 
^ueen. Alas! IVe not the daring to confront him. 
Dut. oiTerk. I have a mother's right, I'll force hiA 
hear me^ 

i 

EntiT Glo'der mnd Catefby^ nuitb Forcis. 

Qlo^Ji^ Who iaterrupts nie in my expedition ? 

Dut.of r^i. Doft thou not kBow me^ Art thou 
not my fon ? - - -- 

Glo*Jt. I cry you mercy» madam, is it you ? 

iPnt ^ZM. Art thop my fon ? 

Cloy. Ay, I thank Heav'n, my father and yoiar^ 
fclf. 

Dut. of Tori. Then I command tkeehear me» 

GIo*y. .Madam, I have a touch of your condition^ 
That cannot brook the accent of reproof. 

Dut. ofrorL Stay, I'll be mild and gentle in my 
words. 

Cio^. , And brief, good mother, finr I am in hafte. 

Dut, of rorA. Why, I have ftaid for thee Qn& Hea- 
ven knows) 
In torment and. in agony. 

Gio'fl. And came 1 not at laft to comfort you ? 

Dut. oflTorA. No, on my fOul, too well thoaknow^ft 
it. 
A grievous burthen was thy birth to me ; 
Techy and w^r^^u-d was thy infancy ; 
Thy prime of manhood, daring, bold, and ftubborn | 
Thy age confirmed, moilfubtle^ proud, and bloody. 

Gio'jt, If 1 am fo difgracious in your eye, 
Let me niarchon, and not offend you, madam ^ 
Strike up the drum. 

Dut. of ITorJt, Yet ftay, I charge thee hear me. 

^een. If not, hear me,— —for 1 have wrongs wifi 
fpeak 
Without a tongue— —jnethinks the very fight • 
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Of me fliott'd turn thee intoflohe; • ' ' 

Where are my childi^en, Oifo'/w / ' 

Diit. of r^-jt. W here is thy brother Clgr1i>K€ f- 

.Sitfitn^ Vlhere Ha/lipgs ? 

Dxxt. oi Tork. Greyf i 

Gl6*ft. A ilourifh, trumpet, ftrike alarum, drums. 
Let not jfcheJfekv'ns hdar thefe tell-tale women 
Rail on the Heav'n's Anointed— Strike, I fay. 

[AUfiim fifHtmt and ihimfett^ 
.Either be patient, and intreat meuir. 
Or with the clamo'rous report of war ' '^ ' " • 
Thus will' I drown your exolamamns. 

Dut. ofT'ork. Then hear me, HeavHi, mi Heli\^fa at 
. • hialateft'koor - . .. i .- . .' 

Be deaf to him» as he is now deaf to me. 
Ere from thiB'uter he 'tiwn a conqueror, ' - • [^ 

Ye.powto^.cutofi'his dangerous thteadof li(<^^ 
Leil his black Ans rife higher in account. 

Than iilell 'has^paiila to ponlAi. < ^ -^ 

Mifchance and forrow wait thee to the field, 
HM>t*i dlfoomtleBt; hmpad, and lekii dei^palr, •' 
•With all the kelis dfguik, pdrfue thy ileps-fdi^ el^r. 

( - .- [Exit. 

^een. Tbo' far more caufe, yetmtidh lefs |iOWir -io 
carfe, . '* 

Abides in me— —I fay Amento her. 

Gl6*Ji, Stay, madam, I wQu'd beg fome words with 
you. 

^een. What canil thou afk, that I have now to 

Is't .another fon ? G/^'y?^, 1 havcudnC ' • 

G/0^. You have a boauta)a8 daughter^ calFd 'Eliza' 

betlf, 
^eert. Muft (he die too ? 

G/d^. For whofe fair fake I'll bring more good t» 
you, . r • ••• *f ' 

Than ever you or yours from me had harm. 
Soin theX#/^#of (by angrylfottl — . , 
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Thou'lt drown the fa4 remembrance of thefe wrongs 
Which thou fuppofeft me the cruel caufe of* 

^ueen. Be briefy left that the procefs of thy kind- 
nefs 
Laft longer telling than thy kindnefs* date. 

Glo*ft. Know then, that from my foul I love the 
. fair 
Eliza^iif, and will, with your perrai^on. 
Seat her on the Throne of England. 

^uiiH. Alas ! vain man^ how canft thou wooe her? 

Glo*ft. That I wou'd learn of you. 
As one being bell acquainted with her humour. 

^en. If thou wilt learn of me, then wooe her 
thus : 
Send to her, by the man that kill'd her brothers, 
A pair of bleeding hearts— thereon engrave 
Ednvard and /<7ri— then haply will ihe weep. 
On this prefent her with an handkerchief, 
StainM with their blood, to wipe her woe fall eyes ; 
If this inducement move her not to love, 
Read o'er the hiftory of thy noble deeds ; - 
Tell her, thy policy took off her uncles, 
Clarence^ R^verSf Grey, nay, and foir her fake 
Made quick conveyance with her dear aunt tdnne^ 

Glo^fl. You mock me, madam | this is not the way 
To win your daughter. 

^'een. There is no other way, 
Unlcfs thou cou*dft put on feme other form. 
And not be Glo^Jitr, that has done all this. 

Glo'ft. As i intend to profper and repent. 
So thrive I in ray dangerous affairs 
Of hoftile arms ; myfelf, rayfelf confound, 
Hsav*n and Fortune bar me bappy hours. 
Day yield me not thy light, nor Night thy reft; 
Be*oppofite all planets of good-lu^k 
To my proceeding, if with dear htart's love. 
Immaculate devotion, holy thoughts, 
I tender not the fair ElizaBeth : 
In her confifts thy happinefs an J mine; 
Without her, follows to myfelf and thee. 
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Herfetfy the land, and many a ChrLftian ibtd^ 

peat by deflation « rain, and decay : 

|t cannoty will not be avoided, bat by this. 

^tn. Whatihall I fay? Still to affiiont hislovtu 
I fear will but inceofe him to revenge j 
And to conient, I fhoa'd abhor rayfelf : 
Yet I may feemingly comply, and thas 
By (ending Ricbmotui word of bis intent. 
Shall gain fome time to let my child efcape Mm. 

It (hall be fo ^ IJfidt. 

I have coniider'd, Sfi-, of your important wifhes. 
And con'd i but believe yon real 

Glo*ft. Now by the facred Hofts of Saints above 

^ueen. Oh do not fwear, my Lord, I a(k no oadi> 
Unlefs my daughter doubt you more than I. 

GU^ft, Oh my kind mother, (I moft call yoa fo) 
Be thoa to her my love's foft orator ; 
Plead what I will be, not what I have been \ 
Not my deferts, but what 1 will deferve. 
And when this warlike arm (hall have chaftis'd 
The audacious rebel, hot-brain'd Buckingham ; 
Bound with triumphant garlands will I come. 
And lead your daughter to a Conqueror's bed. 

^uan. My Lord, 5u-ewel«— in fome few days ex-» 
pea 
To hear how fair a progrefs I have made : 
Till when be happy as you're penitent. 

GIo*^. My heart goes with you to my love, farewell 

lExii Queeiu 
Relenting, (hallow-thoughted woman ! 

Inter Ratdiff. 

How now ? the news ? 

Ratcliff, Moft gracious Sovereign, on the Wefterm 
.coaHs 
Rides a moft powerful navy, and our fears 
Inform us Richmond \z their Admiral. 
There do they hull, expecting but the aid 
Oi Bu£kinibam to welcome them aihore* {Exii^ 
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QJo^/l. We muft prevent him then— *~ Come klther, 

Catijhp 
Cattjby. My Lord, your pleafure f 
G^•y?. Poft to the Duke oi Norfolk inllantly. 
Bid him ftraight levy ail the ftrength and power 
That he can make, and meet me luddenly 
At ^a&'{^«ir)^— Commend m^ to his Grace— -away. 

lEf^it Cate%« 

Enter tori Stanley, 

Well, my Lord, what news have you gadier'd ? 
Stanley. Ricbmend is on the feas, my Lord. 
G/9^. There let him £nk— and be the leas on 
him, 
Whitc-liver'd Fcjiegade— «— what does he there ? 

Stanley. 1 know not, mighty Sovereign, but by 

guefs. 
G/^y. Well, as you guefs. 

Stanley. StirxM up by Dor/et, Bucktngbatih and Mor^ 
ton. 
He makes for England, here to claim the Crown. 

Olo^ft. Traitor ! the Crown 

Where is thy power then to beat him back ? 

Where be thy tenants, and thv followers ? 

The foe upon our coaft, and thou no friends to meet 

'em? 
Or liafl thou march'd them to the Weftern ihore. 
To give tRe rebels condudl from their fliips ? 
'Stanley, My Lord, my friends arje ready all i'tb* 
Uor^b. 
Qh'ft. The North / why what do they do i'th* Nmh» . 
When they ihou'd ferve their Sovereign in the Wefi? 
Stanley. They yet have bad no orders, Sir, to 
move: 
If 'tis your royal pleafure they Ihou'd march, 
I'll lead them on with utmoft hade to Join yoo | 
Where, and what time your Majefly Ihallplcafe. 
Clo*fi. What, thou would'ft be gone to join with 
RiebmondT 
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Stanley. Sir, you have no caufe to doubt my loyalty ; 
I nc*cr yet was, nor ever will be falfe, 

Ghy, Away then to thy friends, and lead Vm on 
To meet me - - Hold, come bac k I will not 

truft thee. 
Tve thought a way to make thee fure— your fon, 
George Stanley , Sir, Til have him left behind. 
And look your heart be firm, 
Or elfe his head's aifurance is bat frail, 

Stanley, As I prove true, my Lord, (o deal with him. 

[Exit. 

Enter RatclifF. 

Rat cliff. My Lord, the army of great Bu^kingheaief 
By fudden floods, and falls of waters, / 

Is half loft, and fcattcr'd : 
And he himfelf wander'd away alone* 
No man knows whithe^. 

Glo^ft. Has any careful officer proclaimed 
Reward to him that brings the craytor in ? 

Ratcliff. Such proclamation has' been made, ray 
Lord. 

Enter Cate%* 

Catejhy. My Liege, the Duke of Buckingham is ta» 

ken. " 

G/ff^. OiFwilh his head fo much for Bucking* 

bam* 
Cat^, My Lord, I am forxy. I muft tell more 

news. 
GUfl* Out with it. 

Catesiy, The Ear! of Ricbmond v/iih a mighty power^ 
Islanded, Sir, ztMilfonl; 
And to confirm the news. Lord Marquis Dor/et, 
And Sir Thomas Lcviwel^ are up in rork/bire. ^ 

Glo/t, Why ay, this looks rebellion ■ 'Ho ( my 
horf&! 
By Heav'n the news alarms ny iUrring foul i 
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Aifd fts tlie^wretoh^y ^ott fever weak«iiM joints, ^ 

Like ftrengthlefs hinges buckle under life, 

MpatieRt \df hU^fity Weak^ like a fire. 

From his fond keeper's arnis, and flares away^ * 

Ev'n fo thefe'Waf-worn limbs grown weak. 

From war's difufe^ being now enrag'd with war, ' 

Feel a new fory, and *re thrice themfelves. 

Cozne fbrth^ my Hbneft fwbrd, which hfere I. vow. 

By my foulV hft^; llftiM ne'er agdin be'fttfiii'd 5 -^ 

Ne'er fhall thefe watching eyes have nepdfpl reft. 

Till death had tlos^d'fem in a gloriotls grave. 

Or fortune given me meafure of revenge. ['^^*'* 



A C T V. 
SCENE l' ' 

Enter Richmond, Oxford, Blunt, Herbert, and others. 

jR/Vi&.^HUS far into the bowels of the land 

-L Have .we mareh'd on > without impedi*' 

ment* 
Gh^Jf^t the bloody and devouring boar,^ 
Whofis ravcpoous appetite has fpoil'd youf fields. 
Laid this rich country wafte, and rudely cropt 
Its ripen*d hopes of fair pofterity, 
It now even in the center of the Jfle, 
As we're inform'd, near to the town of Ldcefter • 
From Tamnvorth thither, is but one day's maith ; 
And here receive^ve from our fkther St^nie^, 
Lines of £air comfort, and encouragement. 
Such as will help and animate our caofe 1 
On which let's. cheerly on* courageous frieocbf 
Tareap th&harveft of a la^g peace. 
Or fame more lafting from a well-fought war. 

Oxford. Your woi^ds have fire, my Lord^ and wara' 

our men. 
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Who look'd methoagEt, M o^ beforo-^diikeairteifi 
With the unequal numbers of the io&. . 

Rich. Why. doable 'em iliU, oar oaofe wou'd cob- 
qucr 'ew. 
Thrice is He arm'd that has his qaarrel juft. 
And he but naked, tho* lock'd up in (teel, 
Whofe Gonfcience with injaiUce u corrupted : 
The verjr weight of (Mfttrh i^uilt Ihall crofii htA. 
BUmu His beft of friends, no doubt, will foon be 

ours* 
Oxford. ^|Ie has no frieridi, bur what are fuch thro* 

fqar. 
Rich* And «« no foes but what are fucK to Heav'n. 
Then doubt not, Heav'n's for us— let's on, my friends* 
True hope ne'er tires, but mounts with eagle's wings ; 
Kings it makes gods, and meaner creatures Kings. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE, Bcfwmb'Field: 

Enter Glo'fter, Norfolk, RatcliiF, Surrey, l^c. 

Cloy* Here pitch our tent, e'en in Bofiworth-fiild s - 
My good Lord di NorfoU^ the cheerful fpeed 
Of your fupply has mectted my thanks. 

Norfolk, I am rewarded, Sir, in having power 
To ferve your M;i§efty. 

Glo'Ji. You have our thanks, -my Lord ; up with my 
tent. 
Here will I lie to-night— —but where to-morrow ? 
Well,, no m atter where— Has any careful friend 
Difcover'd yet the number of the .rebels? 

NerfolJ^ My Lord, as I from fpies am well infbrm'd. 
Six or feven (houfand is their utmoft power. 

Glo*ft. Why, our battalions treble that account ; 
Befides, the King's name is a tower of ftrength. 
Which they upon the adverfe fa6tion want. 
, Norfoli. Their wants are greater yet, my Lord— -«» 

thofe e*en 
Of motion, life and fpirit-— Did you but koow 
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How wretchedly their m^p difgrace the field 1 
Oh fuch a tatter*d hoft of ^punted ^are-crpws ! 
So poor, (b famifh'd ; their executors. 
The greedy crows, 'fly hov'riiig^ o'er their heads. 
Impatient for their Jean inhentaoce^ 
Glo'ft. No\^ by S;, tauk we'll fend 'e^ dinners. 
and apparel ; 
Nay, give their fading horfes provender, 
And after fight *em. How long muft we flay. 

My Lords^ &forc thefe <icfperate foola will give 
Us time to lay *em with their faces upwards ? 
Norfolk. Unlefs their famine faves our fwords that 
iaboar, 
To-morrow's^ fun will light them to their ruin ; 
So foon, 1 hear, they mean to give us. battle. 

Glo*fi, The fooner ilill the better—-- — ^^Corae, my 
Lords, 
Now let's furvey the Vantage of the ground. 
Call me fome men of found direction. 

Norfolk* My gracious Lord 

Glo% What fay'ft thou, Norfolk ? 
Norfolk, Might I advife your Majefty, you yet 
Shall fave the blood that may be fhed to*morrow* 
Glo'fl, How fo, my Lord ? 

Norfolk. The poor condition of the rebels tells me. 
That on a pardon ofiered to the lives 
Of th^e who inftantly fhall quit their arms. 
Young Richmond ere to-morrow's dawn were friendlefs. 
Glo'Jl. Why that indeed was our Sixth Harry* s wajr. 
Which made his reign one fcene of rude commotion. 
I'll be in men's delpite a monarch ; not. 
Let Kings thai.fear, forgive— —Blows and revenge for 
me. [^Exeunt, 

Enttr Richmond, Oxford, Blunt, Sir William Bran- 
don, feTf. 

Ri<b* The weary fun has made a golden fet^ 
And By yon ruddy brightnefs of the clouds. 
Gives tokens of t goodly day to-morrow. 

Voi. IL Q. 
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Sir William Brandon^ you (hall bear my flandard. 
Here have I drawn the model of our battle, 
Which parts in juft proportion our fmall power : 
Here may each leader know his fevefal charge. 
My Lord of Oxford^ you Sir Walter Herbert^ 
And you, Sir William Brandon, ftay with inc ; 
The Earl of Ptmiroke k^ps his regiment. 

Enter Soldier. 

SqL Sk, a gentleman that calls hlmfelf ^tanley^ 
Dtfire« adtn'ttunce to the Earl of Richmond. 

Rich. Now by our hopes, my noble father-in-law ; 
Admit him— my gooa friends, your leave awhile. 

Enter Lord Stanley. 

My honour'd father ! on my foul 
The joy of (c.'ing you this night, is more 
Than my nioft knowing hopes prefag'd ■ What 

news ? 
Stanley. I by commiflion blefs thee from fhy mother. 
Who prays continually for Richmond's good : 
The Queen too, has with tears of joy con fen ted. 
Thou (houldtt efpouie Elixahetb her daughter, 
At, whom the tyrant Richard HqCoiy aims. 
In trief (for now the fhorteft moinent of 
My ft:»y is bought with hazard of my life) 
Prepare thy battle early in the morning, 
(For fo the feafon of affairs requires) 
And this be fure of, F, upon the firft 
Occafion oiFer'd, will deceive fome eyes, 
And aid thee in this doubtful (hock of arms, 
In which 1 had more forward been ere this, 
But that the life of thy young brother George 
(Whom for my pawn of faith ftern Richard keeps) 
Wou'd tht n be forfeit to his wild revenge. 
. Farewel, the rude enforcement of the time 
Denies me to renew thoic vows of love, 
Which folong funder'd friends fhould dwell upon. 
4 
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Rich. We may meet again, my Lord - ' 
Stanley, 1 ill then, once moie faicwcl— be refolute 
and conquer. ^Exit, 

Riih. Give him fafe conduft to his regiiaent. 
Well, Sirs, to-morrow proves a bufy day ; 
But come, the night's far (pent let's into coun- 
cil; 
Captain, an hour before the Tun p;^ts up 
Let me be wak'd I will in pcrlon walk 
From tent to tent, and eaily cheer the foldlers. 

\Exeunt^ 

SCENE, Bofworth'Fidd. 
Enter Glo'ftcr, Ratclilf, l^orfolk, and Catelby. 

&o% Catesby. 

Catesby, .Here* my Lord* 

Glo*fl. Send o^it a purfuivant at arms 
To Stanlefs regiihent : bid him 'fore fun -rife 
Meet me with his power, or young Georges head 
Shall pay the forfeit of his cold delay. 
What, is my beaver eafier than it was, 
And all my armour laid into my lent ? 

Catejby, It is, my Liege 5 all is in readinefs* 

Gyji, Good Narfol^, hie thee to thy. charge; 
Ufe careful watch— r-choofe trufty centinels. 

Norfolk. Doubt not, my Lord— - 

Glo'Ji, Be ilirring with the lark, go^d Ner/oU. 

Nor/oiA. I fhall, my Lord— [fxit. 

GWft, Saddle White Smrey for the field to- morrow. 
Is ink and paper leady ? 

Gates by. It is,- my Lord. 

Glo*fl. An hour after midnight, come to my tent. 
And help to arm me— a good night, my friends. 

' [Exit. 

Catesby, Methinks the King has not that pleas'd ala- 
crity. 
Nor cheer of mind that he was wont to have. 

0.2 
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Ratcliff, The mere efieft of bufinefs ; 
You'll find him, Sir, another man i'th'fieJd. 
When you fhall fee bim with his beaver up. 
Ready to mount his neighing fteed, wittf whom 
He* fmiling, feems to have iome wanton talk. 
Clapping his pampcr*d fides to hold him ftill ; 
Then with a motion fwift, and light as aii;. 
Like fiery Mars, he vaults him to the faddle ; 
Looks terror lo the fr^, and courage to his foldiers. 

Caie^by^ Good- night to Richmond then ; for, as I 
hear. 
His numbers are fo few, and thofe fo fick. 
And famiih'd in their march, if he dares fight us— 
He jumps into the fea to cool his (tstr. 
But come, 'tis late — Now let us to our tents, 
We've few hours good before the trumpet waise^ us. 

[Exeunt^ 

Etiter Glo*ftcr frm bh Tent. 

GWft, *Tis now the dead of night, and half the 
world 

Ts in a lonely folemn darknefs hung ; 

Yet i (fo coy a dame is Sleep to me) 

With all the weary courtihip of 

My care-tir'd thoughts can't win her to my bed ; 

Tho' cv'n the ftars do wiiik, as 'twere with over- 
watching, 

rU forth and walk a-while— die air's refrefhing. 

And the ripe harvell of the new-mown hay 

Gives it a fweet and wholefiune odour : 

How awfsl is.thit gk)om««-«-and hark, from camp ^o 
camp 

The hum of eidier army ftilly (bunds ; 

T<hat the fixt centkiels almoft receive 

The foewt whUpers of each other's watch : 

^teed threatens fteed in high and boaftful neighings, 

Viwrcing; ^the nt^t's dull car— —Hark, frort the 
tents 

The armorers accomplifhing the knights. 
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With clink of haimpei-s clofing rivets up. 

Give dreadful note of preparation ; whMe fbme 

Like facrificcs, by their fires of watch. 

With patience fit, and inly ruminate 

The morning's danger- -By yon Hcav'n, my ftcrn 

Impatience chides the tardy-gated night, 

Who, like a foul and ugly witch, doss limp - 

So tedioufly away I'll to my couch. 

And once more try to fleep her into morning. 

[Lies donjon ; a groan is heard. 
Ha ! what means that difmal voice ? Sure 'tis 
The echo of fome yawning grave. 
That teems with an untimely ghoft— — Tis gone I 
*Twas but my fancy, or perhaps the wind. 
Forcing his entrance thro' fome hollow cavern. 
No matter what— I feel my eyes grow heavy. [Sleeps* 

JOtig Henry'j Ghofi^ Lady Anne's Ghofi, and the Gbofts 
cf the young Princes rife. 

K, Henry. Oh 1 thou whofe unrelenting thoughts, 
not all 
The hideous terrors of thy guilt can ihake, 
Whofe confcience, with thy body, ever Heaps, 
Sleep on j while I, by Heaven's high ordinance. 
In dreams of horror wake thy frightful foul : 
Now give thy thoughts to me ; let 'em behold 
Thefe gaping wounds, which thy death-dealing hand 
Within the To-xver gave my anointed body ; 
Now fhall thy own devouring confcience gnaw 
Thy heart, and terribly revenge my murder. 

P. Ed, Richard^ dream on, and fee the wand'ring 
Spirits 
* Of thy young nephews, murder'd in the Tonv.r : 
Cou*d not our youth, our innocence perfuade 
Thy cruel heart to fpare our harmlefs lives ? 
Who, but for thee, alas, might have enjoy'd 
Our many promi^^d years or happinefs. 
No foul, fave thine^ but pities our mifufage ; 
Oh, 'twas a cruel deed ! therefore alone 
0.3 
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Unpitying, unroty^d (bait thoo fidl. 
La. i£ni#« Thiak on the wrongs of ,wret€liod Jnne, 

thy wife; ' 

Ev'n in die battle's keat femember me ; 
Andedgelefs fall diy fword— defpdir and die. 

K. Henry. The morning's ckwn has fattmohM me 
away; 
Now, Richard^ wake in afl the hells of guilt ; 
And let that wild defpair, whkh oow docs prey 
Upon thy mangled thonghts, alarm the world. 
Awake, Ricla^, awake lo guilty minds 
A terrible example. [All Gboflt Jink. 

Clo*Jt, Give mea horfe— bind np my woands ! 
Have mercy, Heav*n ! Ha ! foft ! 'twas btit U dream ; 
But then ib terrible, it (hakes my foul : 
Coldjdropsof fweat hang on nvy trembling fleihj 
My blood grows chilly, and I freeze with horror : 
Qh>tyTknt Conicience! how dofttbou affli^ me? 
When 1 look back, *tis terrible retreating : 
1 cannot bear the thought, nor dare repent, 
f am b^itman, and, Fate, do thou difpofe me. 
Who's there? 

Enter Catcfby. 
Cateshy. 'Tis 1, my-Lord ; the early village <:ock 
Has thrice done falutation to the morn ; 
Your friends are up, ani buckle on their armour. 
Gh*fl. Oh Catesby ! I have had fuch horrid dreams. 

Cares ly. Shadows, my Lord b^low the foldicr's 

heeding. 
Gh*^. Now by my this day^s hopes— --Shadows to- 

nigh^ • , 

Have llruck more terror to ihe foal of RicbarJ, 
^han can the fubftance of ten ihoufand foldiers 
Arm'd all in pro; f, and led by Ihaiknv Richmnd. 

Cateshy. Be more yourfelf, my Lord : confider. Sir, 
Were it but known a dream had frighted you. 
How wou'd your animated foes prefume on't ? 

Gh'Jl. Pcriih that thought !— Ho, never be it 'aSi 
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That Fate itfelf could awe the foal of RUbard. 
Hence babbling dreams ; yoo threaten here in vsun ; 
Confcience avaunt^ Richard's himfelf again : 
Hark ! the (hrill trumoet founds^ to hone, away. 
My foal's in arms, and eager for the fray. [^E^tmt* 

Enter Richmond, Oxford, Sddiers, &fr. 

Rich. Halt. 

Sol. Hall— halt. 

Rich. How far into the morning is it, frieads ? 

Oxford, Near foar^ my Lord; 

Riib. Tiswell 

I am gll^d to find we are fUch tfarly ftirrers; 

Ostford. Methioks the foe's lefa forwald than we 
thought *em ; 
Worn, as we are, we brave the field befiare ^ein. 

Rich* CoMe, there looks life in fuch a cheerful 
hafle ; 
If dreamt ihou'd animate a foUl refolv'di 
I'm more than pleas'd with thofe I've had to-nig^t } 
Mdthottght that an the ghoiis df them, WJiOfe bddies 
Richard murder'd^ came moturliing to my teat^ 
And rousM me to revenge 'em. 

Oxford. A good omen. Sir— —Hark the trumpet t)f 
The enemy: 4t fpeaks them on the march. 

Rich. Why then let's on, my fiiends, to face them ; 
In peace there's nothing ib becomes a man 
As mild behaviour and humility : 
Bat when the Uaft of war blows in our ears. 
Let us be tigers ia tnir fierce deportmeot: 
For me^ th^ janfom of my bcfld attempt 
Shall be this body on the earth's cold hce ; 
But if we thrive, the gloiy of chb adioR 
1 he meaneil faere-ihali fliare his part of: 
Advance your ftandards, draw your willing fwords, 
Sound drums and tri|iiipets^ boldly and cheerfully. 
The word's S^t Gfnie, Rnbrnrnd, j^ud Vi&orj J 

[Eifceunu 
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EfnerGW^tr^ Catefby, Vc, 

GUy. Who faw the fun to-day ? 
Catesby. He has not yet broke forth, my Lord« 
Glo'fl. Then he difdains to fhine— *for by the clock 
He (hou*d have brav'4 the ea(^ an hour ago : 
Not fhine to-day ! Why, what is that to me. 
More than to Rtchmond? For the felf-famib Heav'n 
That frowns on me, looks low*ring upon him. 

Enter Norfolk with a Pafir. 

Ncr/oUk, Prepare, my L«rd, the foe is in the field. 

Glo'fi, Come, buftle, buftle ; caparifon my horfe^ 
Call forth Lord Stanley, bid him bring his power ; 
Myfelf will lead the foldiers to the plain. 

[Exit Catefby. 
Well, Norfolky what think'ft thou now ? 

Norfolk, That we ihall conquer— but on my tent 
This morning early was this paper found. 

Gie% [Reads.] * Jockey of Noi(folkj be not too bold, 
* For Dickon thy mafter is bought aod fold/ ■ 
A weak invention of the enemy ! 
Come, gentlemen, now each man to his charge. 
And ere we do bellride our foaming fteeds. 
Remember whom you are to cope withal, 
A fcum of Britons, rafcals, runaways. 
Whom their o'er-cloy*d country vomits forth 
To defperate adventures, and deilradion : 
If we be conquered, let men conquer os, 
And not thofe baftard Britons, whom our fathers 
Have in their own land beaten, fpurn'd, and trod on. 
And left 'em on record the heirs of (hame : 
Are thofe men fit to be the heirs of England? • 

Enter Catcfby.' 

What fays Lord Stanley ^Wiil he bring his power ? 

Catesly, He docs refufe, my Lord-^ he will not, Sir. 
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Glo*ft, OiF with his fon Gtorges head. 

Norfolk. My Lord/ the foe's already paft the 
marlh— 
After the battle, let young Stanley die, 

GIo*^. Why, after be it then. 

Athoufand hearts arc fwelling in my bofom ^ 

Draw, archers, draw your arrows to the head, 

Spur your proud horfes hard, and ride in blood ; 

And thou, our warlike champion, ihrice renown'd 

St, George, infpire me with the rage of lions I 

Upon 'cm— ^caarge— follow me. [Exeunt. 

Several Excwjions. Soldiers dro*ve acro/s the Stage by 
Glo'fter. 

Re-enter Glo'fler, 

Gio% What ho I young Richmond ho ! 'trs Rithard 
calls;; 
. 1 h^e iSitti ibtny^ for thy blood of Lotkdfter ; 
Now if thou doft not hide thee from my iword> 
Now wliile the angry trumpet founds alarms, 
Aiid dyhi'^ groans tranfpierce the wounded arr ; 
Richmond, I fay, come forth, and fingly face me ; 
Richard ii hoai^ with daring thee to arms. \^Exit» 

Xtasr Ca,^A>y, and Norfolk in Di/order. 

Catejfy; Refcue ! refcue! my Lord of Norfolk hafte,^ 
The King ena£ki iftorie wondic^s tlian a m6n. 
Daring an oppofite to every danger ; 
His horfe is flain, and all onf foot he fights. 
Seeking for Richmond in the throat of death ; 
Nay, luflci my Lord— the day's aga*inft as. [Exit. 

Enur GWittstmd Ratcliff. 

Glo% A hor&! a korfel my kingdMii for a 
horfe* 
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Ratcltf, This way, this way, my Lord— below yon 
thicket 
Stands a fwift horfe — away, ruin pnrfucs us ; 
Withdraw, my Lord, for onJy flight can favt you, 

Glo'Jl, Slave ! I have fet my life upon a caft. 
And I will (land the hazard of the die : . 
1 think there be'fix Richmonds in the field. 
Five have I flain to-day inttead of him : 
An horfe ! an horfe I my kingdom for an horfe. 

\Exiunt. 

Re- enter Glo'Iler and Richmond, meeting. 

Glijl, Of one, or both of us the time is come. 

Rich. Kind Heav'n, I thank thee, for my caufe ia 
thine ; 
If Richard's fit to live, let Richmond fM. 

GWft. Thy gallant tiearin^, Harry ^ I could *plaud. 
But that the fpotted rebel i!ains the foldier. 

Rich. Nor fhou'd cky prowefs, Richard^ want my 
praife. 
But that thy cruel deeds have (lampt thee tyrant* 
So thrive my fword, as Heav'n's high vengeance :draw8 
it, 

QWft. My foul and body on the adion both. 

Rich. A dreadful lay here's to decide it. 

[/*/i^/;> Richard /i?///. 

Gyji, Perdition catch thy arm the chance is 

thine. * 

But oh ! the vad renown thou haft acquired 
In conquering Richard^ does afilidt him more 
Than ev'n his body's pardngwith its foul. 
Now let the world no longer be a iiage 
To feed Contention in a ling'ring adl ; 
But let one fpirit of the firfl-born Cain 
Reign in all bofoms ; that each heart may fet 
On bloody actions, the rude fcene may end, 
And darknefs be the bUrierof the dead. [Dies. 

Rich, Farewel, Richard^ and fronl thy dreadful end 
May future Kings from tyranny -be warn'd : 
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Had thy afptring^ fooJ but ftirr'd in virtue, ^ 
With half thefpiiit it has<3ar'<i in evil. 
How might thy fame have grac'd our Englijh 2XlXi1^& \ 
But as thou arty how fair a page thou'fl blotted ! 
Hark ! the glad trumpet fpeaks the field our owd« 

Enter Oxford, Lord Stanley, and SeldieiVi iviih King 
Richard'/ Cro*wn. 

Oh welcome, friends ! My noble father, welcome ! 
Heav'n and our arms be prais'd, the day is ours ! 
See there, my Lords^ ftern Richard is no more. 

Stanley. ViAonous Richmond, well haft thou acquitted 
thee. 
And fee, the juft reward that Heaven has fent thee : 
Amongft the glorious fpoils of Bo/wort h-Fieid, 
We'veiband the crown, which' now in right is thine : 
'Tis doubly thine, by conqueft and by choice ! 
Long live Henry the Seventh, King of England. 

Rich. Next to juft Heav'n, n y noble countrymen, 
J owe my thanks to you, whofelove Tm proud of. 
And ruling well fhall fpeak my gratitude. 
But now, my Lords ■ what friends of us arc mif- 

fing ? ^ 
Frsiy tell me, is young George Stanley living? 

Stanley. He is, my Liege, and fafe in Leicefter Town, 
Whither, if you pleafe, we niay withdraw us. 

Enter Blunt. 

Blunt. My Lord, the Queen and fair Elizabeth 
Her beauteous daughter, fome few miles off. 
Are on their way to *gratulatc your vidory. 

Rich. Ayi there indeed, my toil's rewarded : 
Let us prepareto m-eet *cm. Lords — and then. 
As we'fe already bound by folemn vows, 
We'll twine the Rofes, Red and White together, 
And both from one kind flalk ihall Hourifh. 
England \i2iS long been road and fcar'd herfclf ; 
The brother blindly fhed the brother's blood ; 
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The ather raihiy ilanghter*d his own Ton ; 
The bloody Ton, compelled, has kill*d bis fire. 
Oh» now» let Hmry and EUssahetb, 
The true fUcceflbrs of each<royal houfe, 
Conjoin'd toother, heal tho(e deadly woonds ; 
And be that wretch of all mankind abhorr'd. 
That woa'd j-e4uce chefe bloody days again ; 
Ne*erlethim live to tafte our joy's increafe. 
That wouM with treafon woand fair England*^ peace. 



END of thi SECOND VOLUME. 
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